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Crashing  a  plane  through  a  house! 


Pilot  Frank  Frakes'  most  spectacular 
feat  — the  stunt  that  thrills  HoUy- 
Tvood  and  millions  of  movie-goers — 


"SHOT  DOWN  IN  FLAMES,  you 

crash  into  a  house...  "  That  is 
actually  what  aerial  warfare 
movie  scripts  demand  of 
Stunt  Pilot  Frank  Frakes.  But 
up  he  goes,  his  plane's  wings 
soaked  in  gasoline.  High  in 
the  sky,  he   touches  off  elec- 


trical sparks,  swoops  down 
ablaze  in  a  roaring  power-dive. 
Leveling  off  (Picture  II,  he 
heads  straight  for  the  spectac- 
ular crack-up  that  thrills  even 
hardened  movie  directors. 
Will  Frakes  come  through 
that   house    alive?    He's    per- 


formed such  stunts  more  than 
fifty  times.  CRASH  I  (Picture 
2 )  As  he  hits  with  terrific 
impact,  a  charge  of  dynamite 
is  exploded  inside  the  house 
(  Picture  3  )  to  heighten  the  ef- 
fect. Wings  ripped  off  ( Picture 
4),  the  flaming  plane  shoots 


out  — hopelessly  WRECKED! 
Frakes.'  Below  you  see  him 
safe,  smiling,  ready  to  enjoy 
his  favorite  smoke — a  Camel! 
"Stunt-flying  is  exhausting 
work,"  says  Pilot  Frakes. 
"When  I  need  a  'lift'  in  en- 
ergy  I  get  it  with   a  Camel." 


Above,  right.  Stunt  Pilot  Frank  Frakes  tells  Gordon  Weaver  more  about  why  he  pre- 
fers Camels.  It's  a  preference  with  a  reason:  Camel's  costlier  tobaccos!  And  that's  the 
same  reason  so  many  millions  of  smokers  have  turned  to  Camels.  Do  you  want  more 
smoking  pleasure.'  Make  your  ne.xt  smoke  the  cigarette  of  costlier  tobaccos  —  Camel! 


PEOPLE  DO  APPRECIATE  THE 

COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 

IN   CAMELS 


ST-SEL 


CIGARETTE  IN  AMERICA 


C-~yri;(hl.  193K.  Jt..l.  Ki-y tu.klM  Tol.acco  Co..  WinHlon-Saleni, 

Ask  the  men 

who  grow  and  grade 

tobacco  who  buys 

their  choicest  lots! 


Camels  are  a 
matchless  blend 

of  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE 

TOBACCOS 
— Turkish  and 
Domestic 
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"Growing  tobacco  26 
years,"  says  planter  Ben 
Faulkner,  "I've  learned 
l't>.--^',  ,  that  one  company  stands 
^^4V^  ^_  out  in  buying  finer  to- 
^^^  ilT  baccos-CAMEL.  Camel 
pays  more  to  get  my  choicest  grades. 
I've  been  a  steady  Camel  smoker  for 
years.  Most  planters  prefer  Camels." 


"IM  NOT  A  CHAMPION," 

says  Miss  Henrietta  Dono- 
hue,  "  but  I'm  just  as  inter- 
ested in  winning  at  wr  golf, 
tennis,  and  swimming.  I 
know  the  importance  of 
healthy  nerves,  so  Camel's 
my  cigarette.  Camels  never 
get  me  "edgy.'  And  Camels 
give  my  energy  a  'lift'  too. 
They  set  me  right!  " 


^S^^  Robert  Lee  Oakley,  one 
f  ^  of  the  growers  behind 
North  Carolina's  repu- 
tation for  fine  tobaccos, 
says:  "Camel  buys  up 
the  choice  tobacco,  in- 
cluding that  of  my  last  crop.  This  has 
ha])pened  many  times.  I  smoke  Camels. 
So  do  most  planters  around  here." 
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THINGS  TO   DO 

SEPTEMBER  30— This  is  the  night 
the  N.  U.  pi-ima  donna  who  wins 
Colonial  club  singing  contest  makes 
her  public  vocalization  at  the  first 
Wildcat  Pep  rally  at  Patten  gym. 
OCTOBER  1— There  are  three  col- 
leges in  the  Sunflower  state  which 
bear  the  name  of  Kansas.  But  on 
this  day  only  one  of  these  colleges 
is  expected  to  make  an  appearance 
at  Dyche  stadium.  Kansas  State  will 
invade  the  Big  Ten  or  Northwestern 
will  invade  the  Big  Six.  Either  way 
it  will  be  a  lot  of  fun. 
OCTOBER  8— Beat  Drake! 
OCTOBER  15— It  takes  a  good  foot- 
ball game  to  get  Dad  to  college, 
thus  the  high  and  mighty  of  North- 
western have  set  this  Saturday  aside 
dedicated  to  that  benefactor  of  tui- 
tion bills.  Ohio  State  is  on  the  menu 
this  Saturday  afternoon. 
OCTOBER  22— We  are  still  play- 
ing football  (we  hope)  only  this 
Saturday  the  Wildcat  caravan  will 
travel  downstate  to  pay  their  re- 
spects to  the  Illinois  Indians. 
OCTOBER  25— Winston  Churchill, 
the  famed  British  member  of  Parlia- 
ment, will  deliver  an  address  at  the 
Chicago  campus  in  Orchestra  hall 
on,  "Can  Civilization  Be  Saved?" 
We  hope  Mr.  Churchill  arrives  be- 
fore it  is  too  late. 

OCTOBER  28  —  The  mighty  men 
from  Minnesota  will  be  the  Wildcats' 
Homecoming  guests.  This  is  the  night 
of  house  decorations  which  will  at- 
tempt to  make  the  gopher  look  like 
a  monkey. 

OCTOBER   29   —   Northwestern    vs. 

Minnesota.   Ugh. 

NOVEMBER    3 — Parrot    out.    Wow! 

BRIGHT  LIGHTS 

Golden  Boy — The  Chicago  rialto  is 
witnessing  its  usual  late  summer 
sluggishness,  but  this  play,  at  the 
Harris  theatre  until  October  9,  would 
stand  out  as  a  top-notcher  with  the 
best  of  competition. 
Susan  and  God — After  the  Golden 
Boy  run,  Susan  and  God  with  Ger- 
trude Lawrence  at  the  Harris. 
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NEW  MOODS 
NEW  MODES 


High  Coiffures  Rule  This  Season 

Our  hair  stylists  have  studied  the  new  trends,  have 
mastered  the  new  technical  details  and  their  skilled 
fingers  await  your  command. 

OUR  NEW  SYSTEM  IN  PERMANENT  WAVING 

will  assure  satisfaction  even  with  the  most  difficult  hair.  It's  easy, 
quick  and  comfortable.  A  good  foundation  for  the  new  trend. 

Swbd,  (Baauh^  SiaJmL 

CARLSON  BUILDING,  636  CHURCH  ST.,  EVANSTON 
Phones  University  1511-1421 


THE  PALMER  HOUSE 
EMPIRE  ROOM 

"The  Sweetest  Music  This  Side  of  Heaven" 

GUY  LOMBARDO 

and  his  Royal  Canadians 

AND  AN  ALL-STAR  FLOOR  SHOW 


DINNER 
SatHrdays  and   Holidays  .  $3.50 

Sundays   and    Week    Nights   .       3.00 


SUPPER 
Saturdays  and  Holidays    .  $3.00 

Sundays  and  Week   Nights    .       2.50 


The  Ti^(i(fle 
9t  7<tke4 


No  DOUBT  it  is  hard  for  one  outside 
the  staiT  to  sense  the  thrills  and  the 
fun  that  attend  the  publication  of 
a  magazine.  We  were  at  work  all 
summer  to  produce  a  Purple  Parrot 
that  you  will  be  proud  to  call  "Your 
Magazine."  Our  efforts  are  only 
redoubled  by  the  start  of  school. 

We  held  our  first  organization 
meeting  last  May,  and  gave  birth  to 
the  germ  of  our  idea.  The  summer 
months  saw  its  growth  not  without 
disappointments,  of  course,  and  now 
we  present  to  you  Volume  18,  Num- 
ber 1  of  the  Purple  Parrot  of  North- 
western University. 

It  was  gratifying  to  us  to  find  the 
driving  enthusiasm  with  which  you 
backed  our  efforts.  We  received 
manuscripts  and  sketches  from  over 
one  hundred  contributors,  and  bits 
of  encouragement  from  many  more. 
If  you  like  this  book,  it  is  because 
you  cooperated   in   its  making. 

A  little  work  and  a  lot  of  ideas 
have  combined  to  give  us  an  ideal 
advertising  and  promotional  back- 
ing. Our  current  contest,  which  is 
probably  the  biggest  and  most  amaz- 
ing ever  sponsored  by  a  college 
magazine,  is  made  possible  through 
the  cooperation  of  the  Union  Pacific 
Railroad,  Carson  Pirie  Scott  and 
Company  and  the  Drake  Hotel, 

The  personality  of  the  Purple 
Parrot  is  alive  and  vivid;  in  choos- 
ing articles  and  stories  we  are  inter- 
ested only  in  WHAT  YOU  WANT  TO 
READ.  We  do  not  intend  to  offer 
you  term  papers  or  the  bawdy  humor 
rag  of  the  twenties  which  was  al- 
ways inferior  to  Ballyhoo,  anyway. 
Ours  is  a  magazine  in  tune  with  the 
fall  of  1938.  Pictures,  articles  on 
current  life,  stories  of,  by,  and  for 
us,  satire  and  humor  stand  as  our 
skeleton.  The  spirit  of  your  North- 
western is  our  blood  and  we  know 
it  will  run  red. 

Our  aim  is  this.  Professional  ex- 
perience to  all  young  journalists, 
presentation  of  all  good  work  to 
Northwestern  and  the  vast  world 
Please  turn  to  page  4 
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Turning 
to  Old  Gold 


In  the  Autumn 
When  most  foHage 
Turns  to  old  gold — 
That's  just  Nature. 
But  when  a  tobacco  leaf, 
After  many  months 
Of  Extra  Aging 
And  Mellowing 
Becomes  Old  Gold  .  .  . 
Man!  that's  Distinction. 
About  the  highest  honor  a 
Tobacco  leaf 
Can  attain! 


TUNE  IN  on  Old  Gold's  Hollywood  Screenscoopa,  every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  night,  Columbia  Network,  Coast-to-Coast 

For  Finer,  FRESHER  Flavor.  .  .  Smoke  Double-Mellow  Old  Golds 
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Announcing 


THE 


BOWLING 
MODERNS 

7350  N.  Clark  St. 

CHICAGO 
UNI.  6006        ROG.  PK.  6966 


Newton  Ingraham 

Invites    You    to    Visit 
and   Try  the 

•  AIR  CONDITIONED 

•  SOUND  PROOFED 

O  NEW    STREAMLINED 
BOWLING  ALLEYS 


With  an 
Innovation — 

ARCHERY  COURTS 

FRATERiNITY   -   SORORITY 
LEAGUES 

REGISTER  NOW 


i.ette't  S^Tc 


Barber:  You  know,  we  ought  to  have 
letters  from  the  leaders  in  the  first 
issue  of  the  Parrot. 

Kobey:  Sure,  but  we  can"t  have  readers 
before  the  magazine  is  printed.  It 
isn't  done. 

Barber  (quietly) :  I  have  friends  .  .  . 

Kobey  (musing) :  Wish  I  didn't  write 
for  the  Daily,  either. 

Ed  Malott  (breaking  in):  But  wait  till 
the  kids  see  this  first  issue  —  then 
they'll  write  us. 

Voice  from  rear — Jean  Arms:  Well,  even 
if  they  like  the  Parrot  with  all  that 
new  make-up — and  the  Edgar  Bergen 
story — and  Jack  Ryan — and — and  any- 
way they'll  want  to  fight  with  us  about 
Politicosis   and   Parroting. 

Barber:  O.K.,  then — no  Letter  Box  in 
this  first  issue.  We'll  wait  to  see  what 
the  girls  and  boys  really  think  of  us, 
and  then  we'll  tell  the  world  their 
honest  opinions  by  publishing  their 
notes  in  next  month's   Letter  Box. 

Kobey  (clapping  hands):  Oh  boy!  And 
us  with  no  censor!    Yippee! 

liote:  Address  your  coviments  to  Editor  of 
the  Purple  Parrot,  Lunt  Administration  build- 
ing. Northioestem  university.  Like  a  girl 
with  a  new  dress,  we  will  appreciate  all  the 
notice  you  will  give  us. 


The  Trouble  It  Takes 

Continued  from  page  3 
aucdience  among  whom  we  hope  will 
be  talent  seekers  of  the  business 
world. 

This  effort  is  the  first  of  eight  an(i 
we  know  each  issue  will  be  better 
than  the  one  before.  Why?  Be- 
cause we  believe  in  Northwestern — 
and  it  will  be  yoiu-  helpful  sugges- 
tions and  cooperation  which  will  give 
us  life  and  make  us  grow.  Frankly, 
with  both  of  us  on  the  ball  we  don't 
see  why  Northwestern  University's 
Purple  Parrot  should  not  be  Ameri- 
ca's FINEST  collegiate  magazine. 

Charles  Barber 
BoBETTE  Kobey 
Frank  Graham 


COVER 

Design  and  hand  lettering  by 
Robert  Noel,  Delta  Tau  Delta,  a 
member  of  the  art  staff  of  the 
Purple   Parrot. 

Picture  taken  in  front  of  the  fire- 
place in  new  Willard  Hall  by 
Carlos,  of  Wilmette. 

Posed  by  Martha  Whitehouse, 
Sophomore  transfer  from  Mills 
College,  and  Alice  Hanson, 
Freshman  from  New  Trier. 


IWEICOME 
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NEW  and  OLD 


GO! 


To  the 


VIllA 
DEMEIRE 

1657  Sheridan  Road 
WILMETTE,  ILLINOIS 


No  Man's  Land 

Between   Wilmette 
and  Kenilworth 


Famous  for  delicious 
barbecued  chicken  and 
hamburgers.  Meet  your 
friends  at  the  beautiful 
Spanish  Villa  after 
school,  the  dance  or  the 
theatre. 
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QUICK 

SERVICE 


PURPLE    PARROT 


Radio's  Only  Ventriloquist 

Tells  His  Own  Story 

of  Northwestern  Days  .  .  . 


WHEN 

Went  to  Class 

by 
EDGAR    BERGEN 


As  told  to  Bobette  Kobey 


Caroline  Pope  and  Maud  EicJmian  sample  Charlie  McCarthy's 
wit    as    he    and    Edgar    Bergen    are    awarded    their    degree. 


Charlie  McCarthy  had  a  partner 
when  he  went  to  Northwestern.  I 
called  her  Laura  for  some  collegiate 
reason  and  the  three  of  us  sang 
duets  for  sorority  teas  and  the  riots 
that  were  Delta  Upsilon  parties, 
but  that  was  before  Dorothy  La- 
mour  and  Virginia  Bruce  and  the 
other  nice  things  about  radio. 
I  was  15  years  old  when  I  first  started  ushering  at 
the  Victoria  theater  on  Chicago's  Belmont  avenue  where 
vaudeville  was  featured.  It  was  there  during  my  after- 
school  hours  watching  the  stage  that  I  got  the  first 
inspiration  to  give  an  act  of  my  own. 

Sometimes  when  I'd  call  to  the  kids  down  the  cor- 
ridor at  Lake  View  high  school,  they  wouldn't  know 
who  hailed  them.  All  of  a  sudden  I  discovered  that  if 
I  practiced  I  could  throw  my  voice  in  any  direction  I 
wished. 

With  a  bit  of  ventriloquism  and  a  few  magic  tricks 
(I  can  still  make  a  penny  where  there  was  no  penny 
before — hope  I  don't  forget  that)  I  started  entertaining 
with  a  cheap  colored  dummy  at  Saturday  matinees  and 
women's  clubs  and  churches.  I  soon  junked  that 
dummy.    He  didn't  have  any  character. 

Then  I  drew  a  picture  of  a  newsboy  dummy — the 
kind  I  wanted,  and  a  skilled  woodcarver  fashioned  the 
head  for  me.  Of  course,  all  that  happened  before  North- 
western. 

When  I  finally  did  come  up  here  to  school  I  was 
billed  evenings,  Saturday  and  Sundays  at  neighborhood 
theaters  that  used  vaudeville.    I  lived  at  home  in  Chi- 


cago then,  and  trotted  up  to  school  every  morning  on 
the  "L"  like  the  rest  of  the  commuters.  In  the  summer 
I  made  the  Chautauqua  circuit  to  make  enough  money 
for  tuition  and  incidentals. 

I  used  to  have  a  little  fun  on  the  side  with  Charlie 
McCarthy  in  those  days,  too.  (1923 — My  Gawd!)  One 
Saturday  night  on  my  first  date  with  some  Alpha  Phi 
we  went  to  a  partj'  in  Chicago.  We  wanted  to  fool 
this  girl  who  didn't  know  the  first  thing  about  ven- 
triloquism. When  she  came  into  the  room  somebody 
was  hollering  from  a  cedar  chest  in  the  hall.  "Let 
me  out.  This  is  no  joke.  Come  on,  guys,  I'm  suffocat- 
ing in  here." 

All  of  us  tried  to  open  the  chest,  but  somehow  it 
stuck.  (Never  could  understand  that.)  The  Alpha  Phi 
was  getting  whiter  and  whiter.  "He's  going  to  die," 
she  kept  saying.  "He's  going  to  die.  Get  him  out  of 
there." 

We  had  pity  on  her  and  opened  the  chest  then. 
Out  came  Charlie  McCarthy  and  the  girl  nearly  passed 
out.    I  don't  think  I  ever  got  a  date  with  her  after  that. 

Lots  of  people  wonder  how  much  voice  throwing 
I've  done  outside  of  the  entertaining  field.  When  I  was 
at  the  D.  U.  house  I  did  quite  a  bit  of  it.  You  see,  I 
was  appointed  to  answer  roll  call  for  the  boys  when 
they  couldn't  come  to  class.  One  time  I  even  tried  to 
recite  for  one  fellow  who  was  out  on  a  date  instead  of 
studying  at  night,  but  in  the  middle  I  found  out  I 
didn't  know  the  lesson  either  and  we   both  caught  it. 

Another  time  a  fraternity  brother  was  really  helped 
by  my  voice  throwing.     He  had  to  give  a  speech  at  a 

Please  turn  to  page  28 
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Prejudice  and 
a  MAN  ... 


PRIDE 
A 


A  PURPLE  PARROT  SHORT  STORY 


EILENE   WEAKLY 


Illustration   by  Olivia  Williams 


I  took  a  long  shot. 

"Ruth,"  I  ventured,  "you  must  be  in  love." 
The  reaction  to  the  guess  was  immediate  and  con- 
clusive. Evidently  in  this  barren  dormitory  room  I 
was  witnessing  tragedy,  or  rather  potential  tragedy. 
"Of  course  I  am!"  Ruth  screamed.  She  flung  herself 
on  the  bed  and  began  to  weep  violently.  I  had 
never  been  forced  by  circumstance  to  try  consoling  a 
girl  in  the  agony  of  first  love.    Remembering  the  matron 


'  Ruth  "  I  ventured, 
"you  must  be  in  love.'' 


on  the  floor  below  and  the  possible  results  of  her  being 
startled  from  ten  o'clock  sleep  by  this  frightened  scream, 
I  closed  the  door. 

"Ruth."  I  pleaded.  She  sat  up  with  a  twist.  Wet 
woeful  streaks  striped  her  face.  She  sobbed  silently 
and    I  wondered   frantically   what   to   do. 

Ruth's  Bill  was  a  dormitory  fixture  by  this  time. 
They  had  met  through  me  and  I  cursed  the  professor 
who  had  flunked  me  more  vehemently  now  than  I 
ever  did  when  I  got  my  grade.  Bill  was  a  graduate 
student  in  math  and  he  was  assigned  as  my  tutor.    He 
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was  tall  and  broad.  He  had  curly 
hair  and  a  Bostonian  accent,  which 
made  him  just  about  perfect.  We 
dated  during  the  summer  and  fall — 
until  I  met  Jim.  Ruth's  my  room- 
mate and  far  be  it  from  me  to  accuse 
her  of  stealing  my  man.  All  the 
snooping  females  in  our  dorm  in- 
sinuated that.  But  the  whole  thing 
was  fair  and  above  board,  and  when 
Jim  and  I  got  pinned  up,  why  Ruth 
just  naturally  fell  heir  to  Bill. 
They'd  see  each  other  every  night 
for  a  week,  staying  out  until  late. 
Then  something  would  happen  and 
for   days   they'd  barely  nod. 

Innocently  I  discovered  why  they 
seemingly  drifted  apart  and  then  all 
of  a  sudden  went  around  together 
again.  One  evening  about  nine  I 
did  the  incongruous  and  retired  early 
to  study  in  our  cloistered  room.  The 
phone  booths  on  our  floor  were  full. 
So  I  went  downstairs  to  tell  Jim 
the  monk  in  me  was  coming  out  and 
I'd  see  him  in  the  morning.  On  my 
way  to  the  stairs  I  heard  voices  in 
the  lounge  and  one  was  Ruth's. 
Thinking  I'd  greet  Bill,  I  started  to 
barge  in.  Their  voices,  though, 
sounded  different  and  serious,  so  I 
stopped  short. 

"You're  adamant,  Ruth,  and  so 
am  I.  Shall  we  think  it  over  for  a 
few  days?" 

"That's  better  than  arguing.  Bill. 
So,   good-night." 

I  ducked  upstairs  and  plunged  in- 
to some  reading,  trying  to  look  as 
though  I  had  sat  there  since  dawn. 
So  that  was  why  Bill  disappeared 
sometimes.  They  preferred  think- 
ing things  over  to  arguing.  Well, 
that's  all  right  for  intellectuals,  but 
Jim  and  I  would  hate  to  give  up  our 
tiffs.  It's  so  nice  when  you  make 
up.  But  all  this  is  what  is  known  as 
a  digression. 

"Does  he  love  you,  Ruth?"  I  asked 
now. 

"Yes.''  But  she  sort  of  sighed  the 
answer    with    strange    sadness. 

"What's  the  matter  then?  What 
more  do  you  want?"  I  tried  kidding 
her;  I  was  ignored. 

All  she  said  was,  "We  can't  be 
married." 

"Why?" 

I  could  have  jumped  right  through 
the  window  gladly  when  I  realized 
what  I'd  let  slip. 


"You  know  why."  She  was  terribly 
quiet  now.  I  wish  that  I  could  have 
shared  her  grief.  But  all  I  could 
think  about  was  that  I  had  hurt  her. 

When  she  first  told  me  that  her 
father  was  Jewish,  I  had  listened 
and  immediately  forgotten.  I  liked 
her  and  we  got  along  together.  She 
was  sensitive  about  it,  though,  for  she 
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loved  and  admired  her  father.  I 
thought  of  my  solid  Dutch  ancestry, 
wondered  what  difference  anyhow, 
and    skipped   the  whole  matter. 

"His  family,"  she  whimpered.  And 
I  got  the  connection. 

The  summer  I  met  Bill  I  had  had 
tea  with  his  mother.  She  was  as 
Bostonian,  to  be  banal,  as  baked 
beans,  and  looked  like  an  omni- 
present committeewoman.  You  could 
tell  by  looking  at  her  small  severe 
face  that  she  did  all  the  things  that 
the  right  people  are  always  supposed 
to  do.  She  stood  up  to  her  knees  in 
a  mire  of  prejudices,  and  naturally, 
being  that  far  in  at  her  age,  she  was 
stuck  for  life. 

"You  don't  love  his  family,"  I 
argued,  trying  to  bring  the  problem 
down  to  facts.  That's  one  thing  you 
learn  in  college;  facts  are  inescap- 
able. At  least  I  had  discovered  that 
after  two  unbearable  weeks  in  June, 
but  that's  another  affair  and  one  not 
nearly  so  important  as  this  of  which 
I  found  myself  a  part. 


"He     doesn't    care,"     I     observed, 
blundering   on. 

"He   does  care.   It  means  a   lot   to 
him.      O      God,"      she     sobbed     and 


crumpled  up  into  a  heap  of  blue 
bathrobe. 

Maybe  she  was  thinking  of  the 
amusing  stories  he  told  of  his  home 
and  his  family  and  the  way  he  told 
them  with  a  proud  smile  in  spite 
of  his  wittiness.  At  such  times  even 
I  could  see  that  it  wasn't  what  he 
said  but  his  expression  that  revealed 
his  meaning. 

Anyhow,  I  was  getting  desperate 
now,  having  no  legs  left  to  stand  on. 
I  was  afraid  I'd  start  crying  in  sym- 
pathy and  that  would  be  just  lovely 
at  3:00  A.  M.  and  me  with  an  eight 
o'clock.  So  feeling  sensible,  I  fished 
out  my  washcloth  and  toothbrush 
and  announced  my  departure.  I  got 
to  bed  finally  and  slept  straight 
through  the  darned  eight  o'clock, 
remembering  with  a  horrible  pang 
that  that  made  six  cuts.  Ruth  had 
sat  up  all  night.  So  she  slept  all 
niorning. 

II 

Nothing  more  was  said  but  every- 
body noticed  Bill's  conspicuous  ab- 
sence from  the  dorm  lounge.  I  don't 
know  what  kind  of  a  cat  people 
think  I  am  but  certainly  plenty  of 
them  asked  me  nosey  questions  which 
I  scorned  to  answer. 

I  guess  this  time  their  ultra- 
civilized  way  of  settling  arguments 
by  cogitation  had  failed  them.  I'll 
never  know  exactly  what  happened. 
I  did  a  lot  of  surmising  though.  I 
decided  that  this  was  the  Big  Argu- 
inent  as  far  as  they  were  concerned 
and  that  they  were  deadlocked.  Long 
after  all  the  excitement  Ruth  told 
me  I  was  right.  So  for  once  I  was 
pretty  clever.  Now  that  everything's 
over  I  can  indulge  in  a  little  conceit. 
Good  for  the  soul;  at  least,  the  ego. 

Philosophy  is  Ruth's  major.  She 
was  going  to  graduate  in  June  and 
wanted  to  go  into  archaeology  but 
there  were  restrictions  because  of 
her  age.  So  she  contented  her  brilli- 
ant mind  with  dusty  philosophies.  I 
could  judge  her  brain-power  from 
experience  because  she'd  helped  me 
through  lots  of  tight  places.  I 
worried  about  her  for  a  while.  She 
wouldn't  eat,  and  read  all  night.  But 
being  my  light-headed  self,  I  soon 
forgot  to  worry. 

Our  club  formal  was  in  two  weeks. 

I   was   all   set   because   of   Jim    so   I 

felt  pretty  gay.     Ruth  kind  of  jolted 

me   when   she   mentioned   she   didn't 

Please  turn  to  page  32 
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MADE  SIMPLE 


By  Bob  Parrish 

A  Man  Who  Evidentiy  Knows 


SATIRE 


Rushing  is  simple.  It  really  is. 

Yesterday,  for  some  reason  which 
I  am  at  a  loss  to  explain,  I  was  in 
one  of  the  houses  on  campus  (No-o-o 
I  won't  tell  where — so  there.)  The 
first  thing  I  saw  was  actives  draped 
all  over  the  furniture.  I  quickly 
recognized  their  grotesque  attitudes 
and  debauched  faces  as  hangover  ef- 
fects from  rushing.  It  made  me  feel 
very  unhappy. 

This  sort  of  thing  is  silly.  It  is  en- 
tirely unnecessary.     Rushing  is  easy. 

The  biggest  problem  you  are  going 
to  face  next  rush  week  will  be  that 
of  getting  to  know  your  rushees. 
Each  new  man.  often  without  himself 
realizing  it.  builds  a  little  shell  about 
his  personality.  He  may  appear  dif- 
fident or  loquacious  or  simply  un- 
conscious. But.  this  shellac,  this 
stereotyped  front  is  not  the  man.  In 
order  to  find  him,  you  must  batter 
him  down,  break  through  his  epi- 
dermis. Naturally,  with  so  many 
prospects,  you  must  arrange  to  do 
this  with  as  much  facility  as  possible. 
As  in  most  things,  the  old  ways  are 
the  best. 

How  to  Break  a  Man 

Routine  No.    I : 

You  say:  "Have  you  seen  the 
house?"  (Meaning — ''Have  you  been 
upstairs?") 

The  rushee  says:  "No."  (Meaning — 
"I've  been  through  it  and  every  other 
damn  house  on  campus  at  least 
twice,") 

You:  "Shall  we  go  upstairs?" 
(Meaning — '/Come  on,  let's  get  this 
over  with.") 

Rushee:  "Sure."  fMea?ii?!(7 — "Whij 
don't  you  go  to  hell?") 

As  you  go  up  the  stairs  you  stop 
and  introduce  your  man  to  anyone 
coming  down. 


You:  "Have  you  met  Mr.  Ripper? 
Jack  Ripper  .  .  .  Joe  Rush."  (Business 
of  getting  the  right  pairs  of  hands 
together — men  who  have  been  rushed 
for  several  days  sometimes  reach  out 
loildly  and  miss  the  opposition  en- 
tirely or  absently  shake  hands  with 
themselves,  Chinese  fashion.) 

Ripper:    "Glad   to   meet  you." 

Rush:    "I'm  glad  to  ineet  you." 

(Both  men.-have  been  introduced 
several  times  before  and  hate  each 
other  heartily,  but  this  makes  no 
difference  whatever — not  to  you  any- 
how). 

Having  attained  the  second  floor, 
you  fling  open  the  nearest  door  and 
shove  your  man  into  the  room.  The 
latter  is  in  a  mess  and  the  former 
soon  will  be. 

You:  "This  one  happens  to  be  a 
little  mussed  up  now,  but  you  know 
how  it  is  with  the  fellows  just  getting 
settled.  Anyhow,  it  gives  you  an 
idea  of  the  set-up." 

Rush:  "Sure.  Say  this  is  all  right!" 
(Meaning — "Lord,  what  a  hole!"). 

You  now  take  Mr.  Rush  to  the 
dormitory  and  just  let  him  look  at 
it  for  a  while.  This  gives  you  a  good 
chance  to  look  him  over.  Later,  after 
Rush  collapses,  you  can  have  a  heart 
to  heart  talk  with  him — depending, 
of  course,  on  how  he  looks. 

Routine  No.  2: 

You:   "Mr.  Rush,  have  you  met  Ed 

Hunter,  Peter  Rabbit.  Frat  Type,  and 

Fred  Tite?" 

Hunter:    "I'm   glad    to   meet   you." 
Rabbit:   "I'm  GLAD  to  meet  you." 
Type:    "I'm    glad    to   MEET    you." 
Tite:    "I'm  glad  to  meet  YOU." 
Rush:      "I'M     GLAD     TO     MEET 

YOU!" 

You:     "Let's    sit    down,     fellows." 

(All  sit).  "What  are  you  fellows  hit- 


ting at?"  (Meaning — "Are  you  going 
into  the  School  of  Commerce" ) 

Hunter:  "I'm  going  into  commerce 
— probably  accounting.'' 

Rabbit:   "Ditto." 

Type.   "Ditto." 

Tite:  "I'm  going  to  be  a  journalist." 

(Hunter,  Rabbit,  and  Type  give 
Tite  a  disparaging  glance  ichich 
promptly  puts  him  in  his  place.) 

You:  (In  a  serious  tone)  "And 
what  are  you  going  to  do  Joe?" 

Rush:  "I'm  going  to  be  a  miser.  A 
miser  is  a  man  who  catches  mice. 
I  HATE  mice!  I  HATE  MICE!  (He 
jumps  up  and  begins  throwing  chairs 
and  trophies  at  random,  screaming, 
"I  hate  mice!  God,  how  I  hate 
mice"  ) 

Rush  is  NOT  the  sort  of  man  you 
want  in  your  fraternity. 

Routine  No.  3: 

You:   "I  don't  believe  I've  met  ycu. 

I'm  Harold  H "   (Meaning — 

"I'm  the  rushing  chairman." ) 

Rushee:    "James." 

You:   "James  what?" 

Rushee:    "James  James." 

You:  (In  ecstasy)  The  football 
player?" 

James:    "Yes.  I  played '' 

You:  (Interrupting  aiid  leading  the 
man  towards  an  aiiteroom)  "James, 
I've  got  a  proposition  to " 

Routine  No.  4: 

You:  "I  don't  believe  I've  met  you." 

Rushee:    "James." 

You:   "The  football  player?" 

James:  "Oh  no.  that's  another 
James." 

You:  "Say,  you'll  have  to  pardon 
me  a  moment.  If  you  want  to  read  a 
magazine  you  can  find  some  over  on 
the  table." 

Routine  No.  5: 

Open  in  one  with  a  fast  song  and 
dance  number.  Follow  with  three 
jokes  selected  from  last  year's  P.^rrot 
which  you  sell  in  a  snappy  fashion. 
You  run  off  as  the  curtain  rises  for 
a  line  of  Thetas  who  do  their  usual 
routine. 

At  the  close  of  the  dance  you 
appear  in  a  minaret  well  back  and 
above  the  heads  of  the  girls  and,  dis- 
guised as  a  muezzin,  lead  the  audi- 
ence in  five  "Allah"  's. 

Blackout  for  the  girls  to  go  off'  and 
a  piano  to  be  pulled  on  stage.  You 
close  by  plugging  a  sentimental  fra- 
ternity song  and  a  chorus  of  "Go 
Northwestern"  in  which  everyone 
joins — the   fraternity. 
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iKiJJ  in  9octtati 


The  average  fan  miss- 
es a  lot  in  a  football 
ganie  that  the  player  is 
familiar  with:  the  ban- 
tering and  badinage  that 
is  swapped  back  and 
forth  between  players; 
incidents  that  take  place  in  the  huddle 
and  during  a  game;  and  the  prepara- 
tion of  a  team  for  a  game.  All  these 
are  vividly  impressed  on  a  player's 
mind  and  it  is  like  being  behind  the 
scenes  of  a  dramatic  presentation 
to  be  a  team  member. 

One  of  the  biggest  thrills  a  fan 
misses  is  the  preparation  for  a 
game.  If  the  game  is  to  be  played 
at  home,  the  home  team  takes 
a  light  workout  Friday  afternoon 
and  then  are  given  a  big  steak  din- 
ner Friday  evening,  their  last  real 
meal  before  the  game.  While  in  the 
process  of  "breaking  bread"  with 
your  fellow  members  one's  mind 
traces  back  with  alarming  clarity 
to  the  old  adage,  "Those  whom  the 
gods  would  destroy,  they  first  fat- 
ten." That  night  we  are  all  hustled 
to  a  show,  and,  without  fail  and 
without  malice  aforethought,  we 
are  always  given  the  beckoning 
finger  before  the  movie  reaches  its 
climax.  From  the  movie  we  are 
herded  into  a  bus  that  is  to  take  us 
to  a  hotel,  away  from  the  scene  of 
battle,  presumably  to  take  our  minds 
off  the  morrow. 

Larking 

In  the  past  season  we  have  been 
situated  opposite  the  Lincoln  Park 
Zoo  and  our  repertoire  of  bird  calls 
and  animal  cries  would  put  a  pro- 
fessional entertainer  to  shame. 
The  tension  that  is  gradually  being 
felt  affects  one  differently,  accord- 
ing to  one's  temperament.  Some 
are  so  superstitious  that  they  follow 
the  same  ritual  acquired  from  suc- 
cessive Friday  nights.  Fellows  like 
"Mutiny"  Voigts,  Nick  Cutlich. 
Johnny  Goldak  seek  a  release  for 
their  pent-up  energy  by  winding  up 
in  a  pillow  fight,  to  the  grief  of  the 
management. 

The  more  serious  fellows  make  a 
happy  bunch  of  hypocrites,  all  talk- 
ing about  everything  but  the  game. 


by 

JACK  RYAN 

star  Northwetsern  halfback, 
five-point  scholar,  and  son  of 
a    former    All-American    end 


Our  trainers  hover  over  us  like 
guardian  angels  and  we  are  tucked 
in  at  10  o'clock,  after  partaking  of 
a  small  glass  of  orange  juice.  We 
are  awakened  at  8  o'clock  and  eat 
a  fairly  large  breakfast.  At  11 
o'clock  we  have  dry  toast  and  tea 
but  it  doesn't  matter,  since  long  be- 
fore we  have  lost  our  sense  of  taste. 

Out  to  Battle 

Then  we  go  through  preliminary 
signal  practice  with  numerous  blun- 
ders and  numerous  prayers  that  we 
won't  make  the  numerous  blunders 
again  that  afternoon.  By  the  time 
we  are  filing  into  the  bus  that  takes 
us  to  the  stadium  we  have  all  ap- 
proached the  state  of  somnambul- 
ism. The  fans  only  see  us  run  out 
on  the  field,  seemingly  brisk,  but  we 
find  the  first  time  we  run  down  the 
field  we  are  gasping  for  breath. 
The  only  relief  from  this  condition 
is  found  in  the  first  bodily  contact. 

When  a  team  happens  to  be  the 
visiting  team,  the  period  of  con- 
centration and  of  solitary  confine- 
ment begins  a  day  earlier — Thurs- 
day night — thus  eliminating  those 
vexatious  Friday   quizzes. 

I  personally  feel  that  a  visiting 
team  can  do  better  than  the  home 
team,  all  things  being  equal,  be- 
cause the  concentration  on  the 
game  begins  earlier,  there  is  elim- 
inated the  feminine  "softening" 
touch  a  day  earlier,  and  there  is  the 
hostile  attitude  of  the  other  town  to 
fire  a  team  up  to  determine  to  win. 
Last  year  at  Columbus,  before  the 
Ohio  State  game,  the  football  crazy 
fans  filled  the  lobby  of  the  hotel  at 
which  we  were  staying,  and  we  felt 
like  orphans  in  the  storm  with  the 
cries  of  "Beat  the  Wildcats''  lulling 
us  to  sleep  and  waking  us  up  in  the 
morning.     At  Minneapolis   a  practi- 


cal joke  by  some  "synthetic"  alum- 
ni of  sending  an  ambulance  to  greet 
our  crippled  players  fired  us  to  fight 
a  great  battle  against  the  Golden 
Gophers. 

Besides  the  preparation  for  the 
game  there  is  the  game  itself,  with 
its  little  comedies  and  tragedies. 
The  spectator  can  little  appreciate 
what  is  going  on  down  on  the  field; 
the  harmless  growling  back  and 
forth  between  the  two  lines;  and  the 
spirit  in  which  one  football  player 
views  another.  There  is  nothing 
but  admiration  for  a  player  on  the 
other  side  who  distinguishes  himself 
in  the  scrimmage,  and  although 
during  the  game  special  attention 
is  paid  to  him  with  respect  for  his 
ability,  after  the  game  there  is  a 
bond  of  friendship  formed  through 
a  mutual  admiration  of  a  fellow's 
athletic  ability  and  high  standards 
of  living. 

In  all  my  experience,  the  major- 
ity of  football  players  I  have  found 
to  be  clean-living  youths,  serious- 
minded,  and,  contrary  to  popular 
belief,  of  more  than  average  intelli- 
gence. I  have  had  the  opportunity 
to  meet  fellows  I've  played  against 
in  football  and  in  other  sports  and  it 
is  surprising  the  friendship  that  is  so 
easily  cultivated.  In  no  other  sport 
can  this  bond  be  found  that  is  foun- 
ded on  mutual  respect  for  the  other's 
ideals,  his  ability. 

Insult  to  Injury 

The  public  is  too  ready  to  con- 
demn a  player  for  an  inferior  per- 
formance. Were  the  facts  to  be 
known  in  most  cases  it  would  be 
found  that  the  player  is  playing  un- 
der a  handicap  of  injuries.  In  sev- 
eral games  last  year  Fred  Vanzo 
played  with  two  knees  well-taped, 
a  special  pad  to  protect  his  injured 
shoulders,  a  noseguard,  and  a  teeth 
protector.  Talk  about  handicaps — 
and  yet  the  spectator,  because  he 
has  paid  the  price  of  a  ticket  can 
roundly  swear  that  this  boy  or  that 
is  "lousy,  terrible!"  In  the  Illinois 
game  of  last  year  our  captain.  Don 
Heap,  was  running  out  for  a  pass 
when  he  suddenly  drew  up  sharply 
and    stopped,    obviously    in    extreme 
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pain.  The  ball  went  by  him  almost 
into  an  Illinois  man's  hands.  Why 
did  Don  stop?  His  shoulder  had 
been  dislocated  by  a  sudden  wrench, 
and  yet  with  a  little  tape  holding  it 
down  he  played  the  rest  of  the  game 
with  the  same  courage  and  deter- 
mination that  distinguished  him,  to 
me  at  least,  as  the  best  running 
back  I've  seen.  Johnny  Kovatch, 
our  all-conference  end  for  two 
years,  stands  as  one  of  the  shining 
examples  of  a  courageous  player. 
■Weighing  only  172  lbs.  he  played  a 
smashing  end  game  that  won  him 
national  recognition.  Throughout 
last  season  Johnny  played  with  a 
broken  bone  in  one  foot,  and  both 
ankles  taped  as  tightly  as  possible 
to  enable  him  to  endure  a  full  game. 
He  was  an  uncompromising  player, 
asking  no  quarter,  and  giving  none. 
He  weighed  but  172  lbs.  but  it  was  all 
heart. 

Besides  injuries  and  the  strain  of 
playing  with  them  the  test  of  cour- 
age is  applied  to  other  players  in 
various  ways.  Last  season  Fred 
Vanzo,  our  great  blocking  back  was 
so  hampered  with  injuries  at  one 
time  that  it  was  thought  better  to 
keep  him  out  of  the  Wisconsin  tilt. 

Nick  Conteas,  a  sophomore,  was 
picked  for  his  substitute.  It's  hard 
enough  to  call  in  a  new  man,  but  to 
make  him  substitute  for  an  injured 
star  is  even  more  difficult.  Nick 
certainly  met  the  challenge,  for  he 
played  58  minutes  out  of  the  60, 
place-kicked  two  extra  points  after 
touchdowns,  and,  in  general,  con- 
ducted himself  as  if  he  had  never 
heard  of  his  teammate,  Fred.  An- 
other occasion  I  can't  help  but  think 
of  concerned  Big  John  Haman,  our 
sophomore  center.  Johnny  had  lost 
his  father  only  a  few  days  before  the 
Minnesota  game.  In  the  meantime 
the  regular  center,  Sammy  Wegner, 
was  injured  to  such  an  extent  that 
he  couldn't  be  used  at  all  against 
the  Gophers.  John  did  not  accom- 
pany the  team  to  Minneapolis,  but 
joined  us  there  a  day  later.  Then 
on  Saturday  he  proceeded  to  play  a 
game  that  tabbed  him  as  an  Ail- 
American   that  day. 

To  illustrate  the  spirit  typical  of 
a  football  player  in  general,  Sam 
Wegner,  whom  John  had  replaced, 
paid  him  this  tribute  after  the  game, 
"I  have  no  regrets  in  missing  my 
last  conference  game.  Johnny 
played     a     far     better     game     than 


I  could  have."  Unselfish?  Cer- 
tainly! Sam  had  learned,  as  we  all 
do  in  football,  long  before  that  it 
takes  team  spirit  and  a  big  heart 
to   succeed   in   this   game. 


JACK   RYAN 

JACK  RYAN  .  .  .  LA  '40  .  .  .  Phi 
Delta  Theta  .  .  .  came  here  from 
Milwaukee.  Spent  last  summer 
directing  water  activities  at  Cheley 
camp,  Estes  Park,  Colo.  Father 
All  -  American  end  (Dartmouth, 
1911).  Ambition  when  ten  was  to 
be  a  football  player,  now  to  be  a 
Rhodes  scholar.  Was  a  member  of 
sophomore  council,  is  president  of 
Purple  Key.  Active  in  football, 
basketball,  baseball,  track,  tennis. 
Plays  left  halfback  on  N.  U.'s  team. 


In  the  same  game  an  incident  oc- 
curred that  both  teams  knew  might 
have  meant  the  turning  point  of  the 
game  but  of  which  the  fans  were 
ignorant.  At  the  start  of  the  second 
half.  Bob  Swisher  received  the  kick- 
off,  started  up  the  center  of  the 
field,  veered  to  his  left,  and  then, 
eluding  three  tacklers,  broke  into 
the  clear  with  but  one  man  to  out- 
run. Suddenly  Bob  pulled  up  short 
with  a  torn  muscle.  The  fans  knew 
nothing  of  this  bid  for  victory  or  the 
tragic  ending  for  Bob  who  was  on 
the  verge  of  duplicating  his  feat  of 
running  through  Minnesota  as  he 
had  done  two  years  ago.  But  those 
are   just   the  breaks   of  the   game. 


Usually  Lady  Luck  courts  both 
sides.  Down  at  Ohio  State  the  sec- 
ond-guessers  would  have  had  a  field 
day.  After  an  unsuccessful  try  for 
a  touchdown  with  the  score  0  -  0  in 
the  second  half,  we  lost  the  ball  on 
downs  to  O.  S.  U.  They  punted  poor- 
ly and  we  returned  down  to  their 
16  yd.  line  where  the  signal  was  call- 
ed for  a  field  goal  from  the  left  side- 
line. The  day  before  the  game  the 
author  had  had  an  easy  time  of  kick- 
ing goals  from  all  positions  so  it  was 
with  confidence  that  we  lined  up  to 
make  the  try. 

The  ball  was  centered,  kicked, 
and  at  the  moment  when  it  appear- 
ed headed  for  a  goal,  it  veered  and 
went  for  no  score.  We  had  neglec- 
ted the  varying  wind  currents  that 
prevail  in  a  stadium  like  O.  S.  U. 
and  Notre  Dame — i.e.  a  horseshoe 
or  bowl-shaped  stadium.  The  wind 
in  these  stadia  can  sometimes  be 
blowing  in  one  direction  on  one  side 
of  the  field  and  in  the  opposite  direc- 
tion on  the  other  side.  It  was  just 
such  a  trickjf  current  that  had 
forced  the  ball  aside. 

The  pre-game  psychology  as  em- 
ployed by  the  coaching  staff  some- 
times brings  back  fond  memories. 
One  of  the  best  incidents  of  last  sea- 
son was  fathered  by  Burt  Ingwer- 
sen,  our  line  coach,  and  the  finest 
in  the  country.  Burt  assumes  most 
of  the  squad's  and  staff's  worries 
during  a  season. 

All  the  linemen  before  dressing 
for  the  Minnesota  game,  found 
a  small  cannon  signifying  Burt's  oft- 
repeated  "Boom  -  Boom"  meaning 
to  charge  full  tilt  all  the  time.  An- 
other trinket  was  a  small  mouse- 
trap which  warned  the  linemen  not 
to  be  mouse-trapped,  a  phrase  in 
the  football  vernacular  used  to  de- 
scribe the  tactics  employed  against 
a  fast  charging  lineman.  Our  line 
"boom-boomed"  all  day  and  wasn't 
mousetrapped  at  all,  so  Burt's  idea 
bore  fruit. 

I  know  the  average  fan  will  think 
from  what  they  read  of  injuries, 
practice,  defeats,  hard  luck,  and  the 
like,  that  football  is  just  plain 
drudgery  with  very  little,  if  any, 
success  to  recompense  for  all  the 
punishment  (if  any!)  received.  The 
truth  of  the  matter  is  that  not  one 
of  our  squad  members  would  trade 
the  fun  he  gets  out  of  the  season  for 
any  other  line  of  endeavor,  either 
Please  turn  to  page  29 
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PcliticcM 


Northwestern's  Merry-go-rounc' 


Good  Evening 

It's  not  good-morning,  for  'tis  when  the 
lights  are  low  and  you  ought  to  have 
been  in  bed  three  hours  ago  that  the 
bull  sessions  swing  round  to  stories,  and 
stories  of  stories,  of  the  politics  be- 
hind the  news.  Frankly,  we  thinlc  it's 
healthy  for  you  to  beware  of  the  cause 
of  the  tide — so  we  begin  our  comments. 
This  time,  a  little  foundation  work  from 
1938. 

Interfraternity  Council  Election 

To  be  eligible  for  an  office  in  the  Coun- 
cil a  man  must  be  first  the  president  of 
his  own  fraternity  and  also  should  be  a 
member  of  longtime  standing.  As  the 
time  for  Interfraternity  Council  elec- 
tions drew  near  last  spring,  it  was  ap- 
parent those  who  deserved  consideration 
for  these  posts,  on  the  basis  of  service 
and  merit  were  Wayne  Michael,  Lamb- 
da Chi  Alpha:  Bill  Orthman,  Sigma 
Alpha  Epsilon;  Phil  Cooper,  Sigma  Chi. 
Chuck  Boulton,  Phi  Kappa  Sigma,  and 
Ted  Gianakopulos,  Delta  Tau  Delta,  were 
conceded  an  outside  chance. 

The  actual  election  of  officers  was 
clouded  by  the  issue  of  the  Interfratern- 
ity Ball.  Considerable  objection  was 
raised  by  the  fact  that  Trahern  Ogilby 
and  Bill  Orthman,  Co-Chairmen  of  the 
1938  Ball  had  insisted  on  appointing  Phil 
Cooper  and  James  Chapman  as  Co- 
Chairmen  of  the  1939  Ball.  Some  per- 
sons believed  much  criticism  was  start- 
ed by  Delta  Tau  Delta  whose  members 
thought  Ted  Gianakopulos'  excellent 
work    as    Publicity   Co-Chairman    of   the 

1937  Ball  merited  as  much  consideration 
as  that  given  to  the   co-chairmen  of  the 

1938  committee. 

At  any  rate,  Gordon  Tapper,  then 
president  of  Phi  Delta  Theta  openly  ad- 
vocated the  appointment  of  Gianakopu- 
los at  the  meeting  of  the  President  of 
the  council  with  the  two  incumbent  Ball 
co-chairmen  (1938)  at  which  the  1939 
co-chairmen  were  chosen.  At  that  meet- 
ing, Orthman  was  reminded  that  the 
nominating  committee  of  the  Council 
was  scheduled  to  meet  later  that  same 
day  and  that  the  committee  was  com- 
posed of  Gordon  Tapper,  Phi  Delt  and 
friend  of  the  Delts.  The  other  two  mem- 
bers of  the  nominating  committee, 
named  by  Tapper  were  Delaney,  Phi 
Kappa  Psi,  and  Ed  Beckman,  Phi  Gam- 
ma Delta. 

The  decision  of  the  Nominating  com- 
mittee leaked  out  that  evening  and  the 
gentle  threat  had  been  made  good. 
Orthman  had  been  passed  over.  The 
nominating  committee's  choice  was 
Boulton  for  president,  Michael  for  secre- 
tary, and  Bob  Nickel  for  treasurer.  By 
this  time,  the  decision  had  been  con- 
gealed  into    a    seven   house    coalition    in 


favor  of  the  nominating  committee's 
slate. 

But  there  was  just  one  little  hitch. 
Sigma  Chi,  always  a  powerhouse,  was 
also  in  the  Interfraternity  Ball  dog- 
house. Pi  Kappa  Alpha  had  been  rudely 
overlooked  in  the  line-up.  The  other  four 
houses  in  the  Northeast  quad  had  also 
become  factors  in  campus  politics.  What 
everyone  seemed  to  have  overlooked 
was  that  the  five  new  houses  on  the 
north  end  of  the  campus  hold  the  bal- 
ance of  power  in  campus  politics  and 
that  the  three  Sig  houses  on  campus. 
Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon,  Sigma  Chi  and 
Sigma  Nu  had  suddenly  stopped  sand- 
bagging each  other  and  were  silently 
becoming   close  friends. 

The  task  of  licking  Sigma  Chi  and 
Sigma  Alpha  Epsilon,  two  of  the  power- 
houses on  campus,  linked  to  Sigma  Nu 
and  Pi  Kappa  Alpha  as  spokesmen  in 
this  particular  instance  for  the  balance 
of  power  of  the  Little  Entente,  com- 
posed of  the  five  new  houses  on  campus, 
was  simply  a  bigger  job  than  the  coali- 
tion realized.  The  result  is  that  between 
them,  the  three  Sig  houses,  plus  the  Lit- 
tle Entente,  have  rolled  up  what  appears 
to  be  an  unbeatable  combination. 

General  Campus  Political  Trends 

At  present  the  four  most  powerful 
groups  on  campus  are:  The  Independent 
Council,  The  Little  Entente,  Sigma  Al- 
pha Epsilon  and  Sigma  Chi.  Rivalry 
between  open  houses  prevents  the  Inter- 
dorm  Council  from  becoming  the  strong 
factor  in  campus  politics  that  it  other- 
wise might  although  at  present  it  would 
appear  that  interdorm  animosities  are 
dying  down  and  that  the  Interdorm 
Council  may  become  one  of  the  most 
powerful  aggregations  on  campus. 

Within  the  fraternity  groups,  the  at- 
tempt will  doubtless  be  made  to  break 
the  Sig-Sig-Sig  plus  Little  Entente  ar- 
rangement, by  those  in  the  coalition  de- 
feated last  Spring.  The  Independent 
Council,  built  from  the  ground  up  by 
Mike  Chevlin,  now  on  the  Student  Gov- 
erning Board,  can  be  counted  on  to 
hold  high  the  demands  of  the  unaffili- 
ated 50  per  cent. 

Sorority  Notes 

Gamma  Phi  Beta's  Spring  stretch-run 
definitely  establishes  that  house  as  the 
political  powerhouse  among  the  sorori- 
ties, and  the  triple  rating  of  Theta,  Kap- 
pa and  Alpha  Phi  as  the  top-dogs  of  the 
sorority  quads  might  perhaps  be  changed 
to  Theta,  Kappa,  and  Gamma  Phi,  with 
Delta  Gamma  still  one  of  the  first  rat- 
ers, and  Alpha  Phi  fighting  to  keep  in 
the  running.  The  Thetas,  twice  late 
with  rushing  invitations  at  the  Pan- 
HeUenic   office,    had   better    watch   their 


step.  Perhaps  the  Kappa's  know  now 
that  it  takes  more  than  national  reputa- 
tion to  win  a  pledge  class. 

For  the  first  time  in  its  history  Alpha 
Epsilon  Phi  felt  real  rushing  competition 
from  Sigma  Delta  Tau.  It's  the  best 
thing  that  ever  happened  to  A.  E.  Phi. 
It  has  helped  to  unify  the  house  and 
make  them  stronger  than  ever  before. 

Honoraries  Notes 

It  has  long  been  thought  that  the  up- 
perclass  honoraries  pulled  many  a 
string.  Perhaps  they  do.  but  more  likely 
the  conflict  of  interests  of  the  big-wigs 
hold  them  to  bull  sessions  on  sororities 
and  dances.  Deru  with  its  impartial 
elections  (although  we  have  seen  two 
Lambda  Chi  ballots  with  out  of  state 
postmarks)  is  in  a  position  to  swing 
what  it  wishes  if  the  boys  ever  get  to- 
gether. Perhaps  Eby  will  be  the  man  to 
do  it.  Incidentally  the  three  Deru  Delts 
speak  well  for  the  power  of  one  of  the 
head  houses  in  the  big  seven  coalition. 
Lynx  and  Purple  Key  will  probably  re- 
main honoraries  for  honors  sake,  unless 
Frankel  blasts  them  out  of  their  sleep. 

Parting  Words 

Next  month  we'll  give  you  more  facts 
behind  the  headlines,  and  a  summary  of 
the  Student  Governing  Board  set-up. 
Lest  we  forget — watch  Taylor,  Cooper, 
Frankel,  Chevlin,  Boulton,  Orthman, 
Gianakopolus,  Buchanan,  Williams, 
Michael— we'll  bet  they  break  into  the 
news. 

Ed  Note:  To  all  readers.  Politicosis 
welcomes  your  comments.  All  contribu- 
tions  must    be   signed. 


WHAT   PROFESSOR: 

1.  Is  a  member  of  Acacia,  Beta 
Gamma  Sigma,  and  the  American 
Legion? 

2.  Was  admitted  to  the  Nebraska 
bar  in  1913  but  has  never  practiced 
law? 

3.  Served  on  the  national  code 
authority  under  the  NRA  for  the 
cotton  cloth  glove,  academic  cos- 
tume, and  household  ice  refriger- 
ator industries? 

4.  Was  born  in  Walker,  Kansas, 
October  20,  1890? 

5.  Was  president  of  the  American 
Association  of  Summer  Session  Di- 
rectors in  1934? 

6.  Received  his  A.B.  and  LL.B. 
from  the  University  of  Nebraska, 
his  A.M.  from  Harvard,  and  his 
Ph.D.  from  the  University  of  Chi- 
cago? 

7.  Has  been  at  one  time  chairman 
of  the  department  of  economics  and 
sociology  at  Dakota  Wesleyan 
(Mitchell,  South  Dakota)? 

8.  Is  noted  for  his  cherubic  smile? 
ED.  NOTE:  Appearances  are  often 
deceiving! 

9.  Tantalizes  his  students  by  end- 
ing his  lectures  with  "Or  is  it?" 

10.  Holds  the  position  of  full  pro- 
fessor  of  economics? 

(Answer  on  page  35) 
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Carson    Pirie   Scott  &  Co. 


Greetings! 

Well  dressed  Northwestern  men  . . . 


And  to  the  rest  of  you  ^vho  ^s'oiild  like 
to  be  on  the  recei\ing  end  of  that  greet- 
ing, we  say,  "Follow  our  fashion  pages," 
and  we'll  keep  yon  up-to-the-miniite  in 
campus  style. 

Here  Ave  shoAV  tAvo  outfits  that  need  no 
description  to  the  up  -  to  -  date  clothes- 
minded  senior  .  .  .  but  for  the  rest  of 
us  that  try  so  hard  to  be  smart  and  for 
the  freshmen  as'Iio  are  just  learning  the 
ABC's  of  campus  class,  wt'W  note  that 
the  man  on  the  left  is  wearine'  one  of 
those  three-button  British  Drape  Shet- 
land Suits  ($34.50)  that  smack  of  the 
ease  of  a  country  gentleman.  Just  slip 
on  this  full-cut  coat,  button  the  middle 
biuton,  and  you're  all  set.  The  trousers, 
of  course,  are  full  pleated. 


Recognize  the  Tyrolean  hat  Avorn  by 
his  friend?  It's  a  genuine  imported 
Loden,  straight  from  Tyrol.  It's  the  ideal 
campus  hat,  for  it  Avill  take  all  kinds  of 
punishment  from  tussles  at  the  fraternity 
house  to  rain  at  Dyche  Stadiimi  and  still 
keep  its  snappy  collegiate  twang.  They 
come  in  gi^ays,  broAvns,  tan.  green,  and 
black.  The  black  nimiber  u-ith  bright 
green  cording,  makes  a  dashing  liead- 
piece  for  the  adventinesome  lad. 

The  finger  tip  jacket  ($29.50)  he's 
wearing  makes  an  ideal  campus  coat.  It 
comes  in  tan  camel's  hair.  The  avooI  plaid 
lining  gi\'es  the  added  flash  Avhich  \s'e 
college  men  lo\e.  The  coat  originated 
among  English  sportsmen  Avho  Avorc  it 
in  inclement  A\eather  over  hunting  and 
riding  clothes. 
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Larry  Cornell  and  Virginia 
(Beaufy)  Anderson  at 
Gamma  Phi  convention  in 
California. 


Marian  Mansfield  cuddling  Louise 
McCoy's  cocker  spaniel.  Spaniel 
now  dead. 

George  Recht,  Ed  Meyers,  Tom  | 
Mudge  carrying  kyak  from  Lake 
Michigan  to  Phi  Kap  home. 


Murray  Braden  growing  a  beard  on  trip  home  with  Jim  Morgan  from  their  bat 
England,  Germany,  via  bicycle. 


f 


y^ 


Freshmen  Betty  Strothman,  Mel  Wiechert.  Registra- 
tion got  them  down. 


,W^> 


Dr.  Delton  Howard,  phiioso 
phy.  Dr.  Harold  Davison 
mathematics.  "Three  X' 
Davy.  My  game." 


Chemist  Dr.  Ward  Evans.  "Hmmm.  H-O.  Hmmmm." 


Dr.  Charles  Braden,   history  of  religion.   "But    vou 
CAN'T  take  ...  "  '   ^ 


Louise  Clausen.  Jiggers  the 
trustees.  Smoking  at  registra- 
tion which  Is  burning  the 
candle  at  both  ends. 


Ruth  Burns,  Eric  Stockton,  mystery  woman.  Why  did 
'  forget  the  Palmer  method! 


A  MATTER  OF 


"Of  course,  I  wouldn't  knock  another  house,  but  . .  ." 


Photos  Thru  Courtesy  of  Chicago  Times,   Hal  Davidson  and   Bob  Cowan 
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Dissertation  on  Desertion 

Though  it  wasn't  quite  right, 

My  procedure  last  night 

In  my  mem'ry  forever  will  he; 

In  the  moonlight  serene 

Was  a  Syllabus  Queen, 

The  trees  and  the  shadows — and  me. 

The  breathless  romance 

Of  the  sky's  great  expanse 

Seemed  to  carry  us  into  its  spell; 

And  the  soft,  evening  breeze 

In  the  slow,  swaying  trees 

Seemed  to  have  a  sweet  story  to  tell. 

I  gave  her  my  line: 

"My,  the  evening's  divine. 

But  not  nearly  so  lovely  as  you." 

She  smiled  and  replied: 

"My  dear,  you  have  lied — 

Bi/t  oh!  how  I  wish  it  were  true!" 

She  became  a  bit  bolder 

And  made  use  of  my  shoulder 

To  rest  her  soft,  honeyed  tresses; 

My  arm  stole  around  her — 

The  next  moment  found  her 

Returning  my  ardent  caresses. 

Ah!  Life  has  no  treasure 

To  equal  the  pleasure 

That  was  mine  with  each  passionate 

kiss; 
And  how  thrilling  to  hear 
What  she  spoke  in  my  ear: 
"Oh,  Phil,  I've  been  dreaining  of  this." 

The  lure  of  her  charms 
As  she  lay  in  my  arms 
Brought    me    bliss    that    nought    else 

e'er  ensures; 
And  what  joy  but  to  hear: 
"Phil,  I  love  you,  my  dear; 
I'll  never  know  bliss  till  I'm  yours!" 

With  the  evening's  advance 
Her  passion   enhanced — 
Till  there  came  the  sun's  rising  beams. 
Then  the  loveliness  fled 
And  I  sighingly  said: 
"Farewell  to  the  girl  of  7ny  dreams." 
Phil  Shapiro 


Turnabout 

He  said  he'd  always  love  her  eyes, 
their  black  brows  and  soft  lashes. 
BiU  now  he  laughs  a  nasty  laugh 
ivhen  her  name  comes  up  in  hashes! 
Marge  Wilding 


Aunt  Glo  Says 


Gals  what  are  wize  will  find  room- 
mates just  about  their  size. 

*  *      * 

Chilians  what  go  to  the  library  to 
study  with  a  date  will  still  be  study- 
ing  that   night — late. 

*  *      * 

Lads  what  have  come  here  for 
knowledge  shouldn't  try  to  be  Joe 
College.  ,      *      * 

Chilluns  what  cut  class  might  find 
it  kinda  hard  to  pass. 

*  *      * 

Little  chilluns  what  have  a  attitude 
of  superiority  are  generally  not  liked 
by  the  majority. 

*  *      * 

Gals  what  watch  their  calories, 
shouldn't  live  in  dormitories. 

Chilluns  what  can't  dance,  don't 
have  a  chance  at  romance. 

Gloria  Boller 


Finis 

I  thought   I   liked   his  flashing  smile, 

the  smooth  fit  of  his  clothes, 

But  when  we  danced,  I  changed  my 

mind — 

He  ruiyied  ALL  mtj  toes! 

Marge  Wilding 


"Date  Jerk" 

Nothing  e'er   will   compensate 
For  this  Friday  night — sans  date. 
Now  with  grief  I  shall  relate 
Reasons  for  my  forlorn  state. 
Bill  came  in  from  Texas  State; 
Brought  with  him  his  dude  roommate. 
Said  that  he'd  appreciate 
Methods  that  I'd  demonstrate 
To   entertain  the   "Fashion   Plate." 

I've  known  Bill  since  I  was  eight 

And    because   our  friendship's   great. 

Willingly  I  took  the  date 

With  his  Fauntleroy  roommate. 

This  tale  now  I'll  abbreviate, 

Saying  that  we  went  to  skate 

(Skating  is  one  sport  I  hate) 

Arid  that  brainless  "Fashion  Plate" 

Brought  me  home  an  hour  late. 

In  our  dorm  an  hour  late 
Means   two  weekends   minus   date. 
So  tonight  I  sit  irate 
And  profanely  curse  my  fate 
And  the  sap  from  Texas  State 
Who  brought  me  home  an  hour  late. 
— Eadie   Feinberg 


Prejudice 

Knock,   knock,   knock,  at   the  pearly 

gates. 
Saint  Peter  called  out,  "Who  awaits?" 
••California's    Jiative    son"    the    voice 

replied 
"You    loouldn't    like    it"    said    Pete, 

"But  come  inside." 

Miriam  Raymer 
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fir  MORE  PLEASURE 


'his  new  uniform 
is  710W  the  order  of 
the  day  for  dress  in 
the  U.  S.  Army. 

.  .  .  and  everywhere 
every  day,  the  order  of  the 
day  among  smokers  is  that 
up-to-the-minute  pack  of 
Chesterfields. 

Chesterfield's  refreshing 
mildness,  better  taste  and 
more  pleasing  aroma  give 
more  pleasure  to  more 
smokers  every  day. 


..millions 


Copyright  1938,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


CARSON 
PIRIE 
SCOTT 
&  CO 
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WITHOUT  FEATHERS 

Story  of  the  Navy 
Cruise  in  Pictures. 


Unit  leaves  Evans+on. 
(Left  \o  right:  George  Bauer,  Emory 
Naylor,  Norman  Johnson,  Captain  Carpenter.) 


k^^ 


Just  call  me  Bertha. 


cotton    in 


They  went  to   Havana 
on  one  of  those  cruises. 


Fred  Mamer,  (horizontally),  Stan  Stanul  (searching 
gaze),  Elmer  Witte  and  company  see  the  sea  on 
board  the  U.S.S.  Arkansas. 


It's  Sloppy  Joe's  in  Havana  for  the  different  soda.  Ken 
Landis,  Bob  Evans,  Jim  Chapman. 


Layout  by  Bobette  Kobey. 


Joan  Hoff,  Kappa  Kappa  Gam- 
ma, s+eps  -from  the  cover  of 
Vogue's  college  issue  in  yellow  taf- 
fefa.  Good  date  lure. 


.ces  ^V>e  ^»^^^ 
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Joan  Hoff  in  a  new 
finger  tip  length  riding 
jacket  of  a  soft  tweed 
mixture  and  jodphurs 
the  color  of  cinnamon. 
A  habit  worth  acquir- 


»,'   Ax 


Believe  it  or  not — coeds  wear  Dr.  Dentons  to  bed 
when  the  temperature  drops.  Sue  Spinney  won't 
freeze,  will  she? 


You  can't  do  without  a  suit  so  be  sure  yours  is  as 
lightweight,  casual,  and  easygoing  as  this  one  worn 
by  Jean  Perrill.  It  is  of  a  soft  tweed  mixture  and  it 
will  wear  forever — which  is  what  we  want  when  we 
buy  tweeds. 


Photos  by  James  Penhallegon. 
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Layout  bv  Jtti  Cobb. 


SuH  Valleif  He! 

Purple  Parrot  to  Send  One  Boy, 
One  Girl  During  Christmas  Vacation 


December  28  this  year  will  be  more 
than  just  three  days  after  Christmas. 
To  two  Northwestern  students,  a  boy 
and  a  girl,  it  will  represent  the  be- 
ginning of  the  experience  of  their 
lives — for  by  a  vote  of  the  student 
body,  they  will  carry  Northwestern's 
colors  to  world-famous  Sun  Valley, 
Idaho,  WITH  ALL  EXPENSES  PAID! 

On  a  modern  Union  Pacific  stream- 
liner they  will  be  borne  swiftly  to 
their  destination  in  south-central 
Idaho,  revelmg  in  the  ease  and  speed 
of  modern  transportation. 

Sun  Valley,  situated  adjacent  to 
the  Sawtooth  National  Forest,  is  no 
ordinary  winter  resort,  but  combines 
so  many  excellent  natural  features 
that  it  surpasses  even  Swiss  and  Aus- 
trian sports  centers.  A  small  basin, 
6,000  feet  above  sea  level,  it  nestles 
among  mountains  which  provide  an 
unlimited  variety  of  timber- free 
slopes  suited  to  skiers  of  every  de- 
gree of  skill  from  novice  to  expert. 
As  ski  instruction  by  European  ex- 
perts will  be  provided  for  the  for- 
tunate ones  who  represent  North- 
western  at   its   best,    they,    too,    will 


have  the  chance  to  experience  the 
exhilaration  of  long,  breath-taking 
runs  down  sparkling  slopes  under 
the  open  sky.  Lifts  have  been  pro- 
vided at  several  of  the  runs  to  con- 
vey the  skiers  up  the  slopes  again. 
A  large  snow  tractor  has  been  de- 
signed to  take  parties  of  skiers  and 
winter  enthusiasts  to  their  destina- 
tion. 

The  Sawtooth  mountain  range,  ris- 
ing to  the  majestic  height  of  12,000 
feet  above  sea  level,  runs  east  and 
west  along  the  valley  and  protects 
it  and  its  surroundings  from  the  icy 
blasts  which  would  otherwise  de- 
tract from  the  pleasure  of  winter 
sports.  Therefore,  the  climate  here  is 
ideally  warm  and  windless.  Frequent 
snows  keep  the  landscape  covered 
with  powder  snow  from  December  to 
April,  making  it  not  only  a  sports 
paradise,  but  a  gem  of  natural  beauty 
as  well,  and  there  are  many  points 
within  easy  range  of  the  valley  from 
which  awe-inspiring  scenes  may  be 
admired. 

Sun  Valley  is  far  from  any  big 
town  with  its  distractions,  and  with 
the  addition  of  a  new  inn  this  fall, 
will  boast  its  own  modern,  self- 
contained  village,  complete  with  its 
own  drug  store,  movie-theatre  (  show- 


Contest  Rules 


1.  Each  sorority,  fraternity,  open 
house,  and  independent  group  will 
nominate  one  candidate. 

2.  The  winners  will  be  selected  by 
vote  of  all  PURPLE  PARROT  sub- 
scribers. 

3.  Ballots  will  be  available  through 
house  representatives  and  at  con- 
venient locations  on  cannpus. 

4.  In  order  for  a  candidate  to  be 
eligible  for  election  his  or  her 
sponsoring  organization  must  be 
75%  subscribed  to  the  PURPLE 
PARROT.  Over  this  quota,  each 
subscription  entered  to  the  credit 
of  the  house  will  count  one  vote 
for  its  candidate. 

5.  Standings  of  the  leaders  will  be 
published  periodically  in  the  Daily 
Northwestern. 


6.  Winners  and  alternates  will  be 
announced  at  a  gala  party  early 
in  November.  All  candidates  and 
members  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT 
staff  will  be  invited  to  this  party 
which  will  be  held  at  one  of  Chi- 
cago's leading  hotels. 

7.  To  the  lucky  couple  will  be  given 
an  all-expense  trip  to  the  winter 
sports  mecca  of  America,  Sun  Val- 
ley, Idaho.  The  winners  will  leave 
Chicago  Dec.  28,  on  the  Union 
Pacific  Streamliner  and  will  return 
Jan.  3  in  time  to  resume  classes 
at  Northwestern.  While  at  Sun 
Valley  the  winners  will  be  the 
guests  of  the  Union  Pacific  rail- 
road. 

8.  Further  details  of  the  contest  will 
be  announced  in  the  Daily  North- 
western. 


'I 
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ing  first-run  releases),  shops,  main 
store,  dining-room,  and  amusement 
nooks.  All  buildings  are  of  a  quaint, 
old-world,  mountain-style  architec- 
ture which  give  the  whole  place  an 
unusual  romantic  atmosphere.  While 
not  enjoying  the  outdoor  attractions, 
guests  may  dance,  play  cards,  ping- 
pong,  or  billiards  inside. 

Although  skiing  is  the  main  sport, 
many  others  are  available.  Sleigh- 
riding,  tobogganing,  ice  skating,  and. 
yes  .  .  .  swimming!  are  off:ered.  A 
novel  attraction  is  the  outdoor  warm- 
water  glass-sheltered  swimming  pool. 
Here  guests  may  swim  and  sun  them- 
selves comfortably  although  the  val- 
ley itself  is  heaped  in  snow. 

In  addition  6  crack  dog  teams  will 
be  on  hand  and  a  sleigh  ride  behind 
eight  reindeer  will  be  featured.  Un- 
fortunately, Donner  and  Blitzen  could 
not  be  on  hand  so  soon  after  Christ- 
mas. 

During  the  Christmas  season  this 
year,  the  East-West  collegiate  ski 
meet,  featuring  teams  from  Dart- 
mouth and  the  University  of  Wash- 
ington, and  other  college  entrants  in 
the  individual  events,  will  be  held 
at  Sun  Valley. 

In  this  case  the  combination  of 
features  makes  the  whole  greater 
than  the  sum  of  its  parts:  Sun  Valley 
— truly  a  winter  wonderland!  and  for 
at  least  two  lucky  Northwesterners, 
a  Christmas  vacation  playground. 
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What  Half  the  World  Never  Knows..." 


The  Prowler  isn't  sure  that  we  have 
discovered  any  bombshells  but  here  goes 
for  a  few  dynamite  caps  of  scandal  with 
which  to  load  the  old  cartridge  belt.  Or 
should  we  say  garter  belt?  Anyway, 
decked  out  in  our  best  snoop-and-fish  we 
went  a-tomcatting  with  the  following  re- 
sults : 

It   seems   that  Mel  Weickert   and   Bob 

Strand  (D.U.)  were  tossed  out  of  the 
Hut  at  2:00  a.m.  one  Saturday  night  ears 
and  eyebrows  first  .  .  .  Freshwoman 
Betty  Strothman  has  been  seen  dating 
a  Sigma  Chi,  class  of  '35,  which  goes  to 
show  that  even  a  Sig  can  get  a  date  if 
he  waits  long  enough  .  .  .  Over  at  Sigma 
Alpha  Epsilon  the  boys  are  said  to  be 
answering  the  telephone  thus-wise  "Good 
morning.  S.  A.  Enterprises,  real  estate 
and  subdivisions"  .  .  .  Beulah  Breuer 
and  Bill  Riddle  (Phi  Gam)  have  been 
eyed  giving  the  greenlight  to  the  tee- 
hees  .  .  .  "Big  Hank"  Nicol  (Sigma  Nu) 
and  Mary  Ellen  Sams  are  gayly  pur- 
suing coffee-nerves  at  the  Huddle  .  .  . 
Marian  Ottow  donned  hiking  clothes  and 
ankled  it  up  to  the  Phi  Kap  house  with 
her  date — he  didn't  ask  her  in  .  .  .  Bon- 
nie May  swings  a  mean  piano — which  is 
more  becoming  in  a  formal  than  Indian- 
clubs. 

Jean  Lane  and  Bob  French  (Phi  Delt) 
have  been  doing  the  campus  together — 
which  proves  that  high  school  romances 
do  last  through  freshman  week  .  .  . 
Betty  Martin  still  clings  to  the  boy 
friend  from  Red  Oak,  loway — don't  trade 
'im  in  Betty  until  you've  had  a  chance 
to  see  the  new  models  .  .  .  Laurie  Ander- 
son seems  to  be  beating  out  Larry 
Frowick  (Lambda  Chi  brother)  in  the 
Betty  Paik  league. 

Shirley  Hallgren,  swimmer  has  been 
arm-in-arming  it  with  Johnny  Haman 
(Delt)  .  .  .  Betty  Neal  and  Jack  O'Con- 
nor (S.A.E.)  enjoyed  an  evening  being 
amazed  by  Dr.  Clitterhouse  .  .  .  Dorothy 
Iverson,  seems  to  be  the  latest  victim 
of  Brad  "Wolf"  Carr  (Sigma  Nu)  .  .  . 
Eileen  Sersig  has  been  touring  the  North 
Shore   with  Bob   Nicolin    (Lambda   Chi.) 

Jack  Ryan  (Phi  Delt)  took  a  two 
months'  job  in  Colorado  just  to  be  near 
Conchita  Sutton  (Alpha  Chi)  and  then 
only  got  a  chance  to  see  her  twice,  driv- 
ing sixty  miles  both  times  .  .  .  Ginny 
Joice  (Chi  O)  and  Gershon  Robinson  are 
both  free  again — was  it  the  S.A.E.  con- 
vention? .  .  .  Murry  Braden,  Y.M.C.A. 
prexy,  has  returned  from  Europe  with 
the  Hitler  insignia  on  his  upper  lip  .  .  . 
Attention,  Jane  Cooley  fans— Gene  Ar- 
rendell  will  not  be  back  at  school  this 
fall  .  .  .  Gidge  Noyes  (Theta)  still  teeter- 
tottering  about  Sid  Ferguson's  Phi  Psi 
pin. 


Jim  Robinson  (Beta)  lingering  at  the 
College  Inn.  Jim  is  having  a  hard  time 
hitting  the  ball — one  more  strike  and 
he's  out  .  .  .  Jim  Chapman  (S.A.E.) 
leads  in  the  first  round  from  Dave  Sharer 
(Beta)  in  the  Margy  Shera  bout  .  .  . 
Hal  Kemp  and  Judy  Starr  entertained 
the  Easterners'  Club  on  the  Astor  Roof 
early  this  month. 

Virginia  Harris  (A.O.Pi)  arrived  there 
with  a  midshipman — Bob  Savage  had 
better  work  harder  for  those  R.  O.  T.  C. 
points    .    .    .    Ralph    "Big   Goon"    Osborn 

(S.A.E.)  made  an  extended  visit  to  see 
Jean  Gregory  (Alpha  Phi)  during  his 
leave  between  second  and  third  class 
year   at   West   Point. 

Doris  McAlpine  went  all  the  way  to 
Yellowstone  for  a  Beta  pin  and  now 
can't  wait  for  next  summer's  vacation 
.  .  .  Chuck  Place  hung  his  Sig  Chi  pin  on 
a  redhead  from  Smith  .  .  .  Ralph  Mabbs 
parked  his  Phi  Psi  license  along  side  a 


Pi  Phi  fireplug  at  Syracuse  .  .  .  Betty 
Pool  (Pi  Phi)  is  looking  for  a  new  inter- 
est in  life  since  Jack  Hastie  (Delt)  and 
Johnny  Rehman  (Phi  Kap)  have  be- 
come devoted  to  storage  and  bonds  re- 
spectively. 

Back  to  the  Beta  house  has  gone 
Elsie  Hanson  (Alpha  Chi)  but  this  time 
it's    Ken    Borland    .    .    .    Frank    Peddle 

(S.A.E.)  and  Betty  Carlisle  (Kappa) 
seem  to  have  became  estranged  over  the 
summer — which  will  be  good  news  to  a 
great  number  of  persons  of  two  different 
sexes.  .  .  .  The  dark  streets  of  Short  Hills, 
N.  J.,  confused  Dirk  Barret  (Phi  Gam) 
terribly  on  his  way  home  from  the  Navy 
cruise  .  .  .  Patty  Dorsey  (Gamma  Phi) 
seems  in  line  for  glamour  girl  of  1938-39 
.  .  .  Forrest  Fisher  (S.A.E.)  and  Alice 
Burry  (D.G. )  kept  the  home  fires  burn- 
ing   in    Fort    Wayne    over    the    summer. 

Jean  Crawford  (Pi  Phi)  is  blind  to  the 
N.U.  males  since  the  Phi  Psi  convention 
this  summer  and  has  been  noticeably 
more  interested  in  the  U.  S.  Mails  from 
Los  Angeles  .  .  .  West  Point  kept  Lora 
Wills  (Theta)  from  pining  too  much  for 
Herb  Fortlage  (Delt)  over  the  simmer- 
ing months  .  .  .  Georgia  Anheiser  (Kap- 
pa Delt)  seemed  to  be  one  of  the  fresh- 
man choices  for  prom  queen  at  the 
freshman  mixer. 


Dorothy   McKay 

"The  honeymoon  must  be  over  —  he  doesn't  come  home  to  lunch  any  more!" 
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Campus  Comforts  .  .  .  Yes!  He  Has  Them 


He's  just  unpacking,  but  we  already  can  see  that 
he  has  an  eye  to  comfort  and  casual  informality 
about  the  fraternity  house  and  on  campus. 

Those  Oxford  cloth  P.J.'s  with  sport  shirt  tops 
($3.85)  are  just  the  things  to  ^vear  for  studying, 
or  for  loafing  about  the  hotise  on  dreary  Saturday 
mornings. 

He's  made  the  find  of  the  month  when  he  shows 
that  Covert  Slack  Stiit  ($15)  .  The  zipper  jacket 
which  is  covert  cloth  front  and  back  with  knit 
sleeves,  has  three  large  pockets  and  may  be  cor- 
rectly worn  as  an  odd  jacket,  when  it  is  not  com- 


bined ^s'ith  the  pleated  slacks.  For  class  wear,  for 
rides  up  Sheridan  Road  in  the  afternoon,  and  for 
knockabout  campus  life,  it's  tops.  Comes  in  grays, 
green,  and  bro^vn  —  also  in  Herringbone  fabrics 

"($10). 

Ever  since  school  started,  it's  rained  almost  every 
day  —  and  a  cold  shivery  rain  it's  been.  We've  all 
wanted  one  of  those  reversible  topcoats  of  tweed 
and  gabardine  like  the  one  the  gentleman  is  hold- 
ing ($39.50)  .  lliis  coat  originated  at  Princeton, 
and  has  come  to  be  one  of  our  standbys  as  an  all- 
purpose  coat,  good  rain  or  shine,  stylish  on  either 
side,  in  the  quads,  downtown,  or  at  the  stadium. 


OCTOBER.    1938 
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When  Charlie  Went  to  Class 

Continued  -jrom  page  5 

dinner.  In  the  first  place  he  was 
scared  to  death  and  in  the  second 
place  he  didn't  quite  know  his  speech, 
so  he  gave  me  his  manuscript.  I  sat 
next  to  him  and  when  he  forgot,  I 
dubbed  in.  Nobody  noticed  and  it 
was  a  lot  of  fun. 

My  rise  in  radio  may  seem  phenom- 
enal in  the  eyes  of  the  public,  but 
to  me  it  was  a  long,  hard  grind.  In 
order  to  get  financially  through 
school  I  had  to  play  2  or  3  nights  a 
week,  and  when  I  finally  was  booked 
solid  on  the  Orpheum  circuit  I  gave 
up  university.  That  occurred  at  the 
end  of  my  second  year. 

For  12  YEARS  after  that  I  was  on 
the  stage  and  in  nightclubs  with 
what  I  think  is  my  best  act,  "The 
Operation."  I  could  never  get  a 
better  head  than  my  original  Charlie 
McCarthy,  so  I  had  it  copied.  I  use 
the  same  one  today  that  was  de- 
signed when  I  was  a  senior  in  high 
school. 

Don't  think  I  was  satisfied  with 
stage  during  those  years.  I  tried  out 
for  the  movies  time  and  again,  but 
no  go.  I  auditioned  for  radio  several 
years  ago  at  N.B.C.  in  Chicago,  but 
they  told  me  my  voice  was  wrong, 
my  act  was  wrong,  everything  was 
wrong;     and    besides    ventriloquism 


EDGAR   BERGEN 

EDGAR  BERGEN,  radio's  only  ventrilo- 
quist, was  born  Edgar  Bergen  of  Swed- 
ish parentage  in  Chicago,  111.,  on  Febru- 
ary 16,  1903  .  .  .  earned  first  money  tak- 
ing pictures  during  the  World  War  .  .  . 
appeared  in  musical  comedy  in  Sweden 
and  gave  command  performance  before 
the  Crown  Prince  in  Stockholm  .  .  .  play- 
ed in  London  and  in  South  America  .  .  . 
had  sad  experience  of  giving  performance 
through  an  iron  gate  to  a  leper  colony  in 
Venezuela  .  .  .  Bergen  is  5  feet  10  inches 
tall;  weighs  140  pounds:  has  blond  hair, 
blue-grey  eyes  and  fair  complexion  .  .  . 
favorite  sports,  tennis  and  riding  .  .  . 
most  prized  possession  is  "Charlie  IMc- 
Carthy." 


wouldn't  work  on  radio.  Nobody 
thought  a  dummy  would  be  success- 
ful on  the  air. 

But  I  had  to  get  on  radio.  The 
vaudeville  world  collapsed  and  only 
night  club  stands  were  available;  and 
though  I  had  been  pretty  successful 
in  London  and  Russia  and  South 
America,   Hollywood   and   even   Ice- 


WAIT 


What  happened  to  Kay  Stew- 
art? Adair  Friedman?  Read 
the  N.  U.  to  Hollywood  story 
in  the  PURPLE  PARROT  com- 
ing soon. 

land — all  that  wasn't  taking  care  of 
the  present. 

One  night  I  was  lucky.  Rudy 
Vallee  saw  my  act  at  the  Rainbow 
Room  in  Radio  City.  He  took  what 
he  thought  was  a  long  chance  and 
gave  me  a  spot  on  his  Variety  Show 
sponsored  by  Chase  and  Sanborn. 
That  was   December  of   1936. 

When  the  sponsor  changed  their 
program  they  just  kept  me  and  I 
played  along  until  I  was  ready  to 
take  star  position.  Of  course,  on 
the  radio  a  new  script  is  needed 
every  week  and  at  first  I  thought  I 
couldn't  do  it.  I  used  to  work  a 
monttfi  on  a  vaudeville  act — radio 
scripts  had  to  be  turned  out  every 
week!  However,  when  you  have 
something  to  do — you  do  it.  I  us- 
ually write  my  scripts  on  Wednes- 
day and  Thursday  and  it's  just  plain 
work!  Writing — getting  ideas  from 
anywhere — rewriting  until  about  a 
14-page  (double  space  typing)  script 
is  completed.  I  don't  have  a  gag 
file  like  many  other  radio  comedians, 
because  every  gag  in  the  world  is 
printed  in  all  the  college  magazines 
of  the  country.  However,  if  a  new 
twist  to  an  old  joke  seems  to  work 
into   the   script  I   won't   overlook   it. 

Saturday  and  Sunday  I  devote  to 
rehearsing  and  timing  the  broad- 
cast. In  the  studio  I  use  one  of  the 
older  Charlie  McCarthy  heads  with 
various  bodies,  but  on  the  movie  set 
I  use  the  newest  and  most  carefully 
made-up  head.  It  seems  rather 
funny  to  me  that  Hollywood  has  so 
quickly  changed  its  mind  about 
Charlie  and  me.  Only  two  or  three 
years  ago  they  didn't  want  us,  al- 
though I  use  the  same  style  comedy 
today — Charlie  is  the  same  imp  now 
that  he  was  back  in  the  days  of 
D.  U.  parties. 

I  remember  we  used  to  have  a  lot 
of  fun  at  the  annual  D.  U.  Christmas 
affair.  The  same  old  thing  would 
happen  every  year.  All  the  under- 
graduates and  some  young  alums 
with  their  girls  would  sit  around 
the    Christmas   tree    and   then    along 


about  midnight  somebody  would  ask 
whether  Santa  Claus  was  coming. 
And  every  year  Santa's  voice  would 
come  down  from  the  chimney.  "Sure, 
I'm  coming." 

"What'll  you  bring  us,  Santa 
Claus?"  they'd  ask. 

"I'll  bring  you  something  if  you'll 
be  GOOD  boys  and  girls,"  the  voice 
used  to   say  from  the  chimney. 

"What  is   it,   Santa?" 

"Well,  if  you  will  be  GOOD  boys 
and    girls,    I'll   bring   you   gin!" 

What  fun  we  used  to  have,  too. 

I  know  you  will  wonder  what  sort 
of  grades  I  had  at  N,  U.'s  Speech 
School.  Well,  don't  wonder  any 
more.  Whatever  you  think,  it's 
lower  than  that — and  I'm  not  fooling. 

I  think  I  was  a  little  more  worried 
about  my  next  paid-for  appearance 
(I  usually  got  $10 — maybe  $5  at  a 
church)  than  I  was  about  the  grades 
I  pulled  in  a  course.  You  see,  if 
I  didn't  worry  about  Charlie  and 
I  appearing  on  the  stage.  Charlie 
and  I  wouldn't  have  been  able  to 
appear   at   all   at  Northwestern. 

Now  THAT  I  have  the  chance  to 
talk  to  a  bunch  of  college  students 
there's  one  thing  I  want  to  say.  I'm 
sorry  for  the  boy  that  doesn't  get 
kicked  around  when  he  gets  his 
first  job.  I'm  sorry  for  the  boy  that 
doesn't  have  to  flounder  around  for 
a  while,  because  if  he  doesn't — if 
he  gets  one  job  and  sits  there  for 
the  rest  of  his  life,  he'll  never  find 
out  what  work  he  really  enjoys 
doing. 

When  I  appeared  in  Chicago  this 
summer  to  get  Charlie's  degree, 
Master  of  Innuendo  and  Snappy 
Come-backs,  one  of  the  coeds  asked 
me  how  I  got  along  with  the  boys 
in  my  house  at  school.  We  all  had 
a  fine  time.  There  were  lots  of  par- 
ties and  Charlie  was  always  there, 
but  to  them  I  was  just  another  boy 
who  made  money  in  a  novel  way. 

Today  the  D.  U.'s  just  shake  their 
heads  and  say,  "Golly,  it's  wonder- 
ful, Eddie.  Boy,  I  bet  some  of  the 
girls  who  wouldn't  go  out  with  you 
at  N.  U.  are  eating  their  hearts  out." 

Well,  the  whole  thing  is  pretty 
wonderful  to  me,  too.  I  never  had 
any  idea  that  I'd  talk  to  2.000,000 
people  over  the  air.  I  get  jittery 
sometimes  when  I  think  of  it,  but 
I  only  try  to  take  the  job  I  have  at 
hand — just  like  I've  always  tried  to 
do — and  turn  out  the  best  piece  of 
work   I   know   how. 
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WILL 

you  be  wearing  your  hair  UP 
or  down  this  year?  Next 
montli's  Photo  section  tells 
the  story  in  pictures. 


Prominent  Theta:  My  mother  laid 
the  Willard  Hall  cornerstone  last 
year. 

Disinterested  Kappa:  Did  she 
cackle? 


Frosh  to  Independent:  Who  was 
that  lady  I  saw  you  out  wit  last 
night? 


Freshman  Girl  after  blind  date: 
I've  had  a  wonderful  evening,  but 
this  wasn't  it. 


Do  you  love  me? 

Sure.   I  love  everybody. 

Let  God  do  that.   Let's  specialize. 


Bachelor — I  once  wooed  a  lass. 
Married  Man — I,  too,  once  wooed, 
alas! 


What  You  Miss  in 

rOOlDdll  Continued  from  page  9 

social  or  otherwise.  One  of  the  big- 
gest factors  in  this  fine  squad  spirit 
is  the  way  the  fellows  feel  towards 
our  staff.  If  every  fellow  playing 
college  ball  today  were  to  go 
through  his  paces  for  fellows  like 
our  "Pappy"  'Waldorf,  Burt  Ingwer- 
sen,  "Pop"  Vance,  Dutch  Lonborg, 
and  'Waldo  Fisher,  he  would  get 
more  real  fun  out  of  the  game  than 
in  anything  he  had  ever  tried.  And 
this  is  the  opinion  of  every  man, 
even  down  to  the  lowliest  substitute! 
The  inspiration  of  working  under 
men  such  as  these  helps  in  building 
a  boy  and  in  aiding  him  to  live  up 
to  his  potential  abilities,  athletic, 
scholastic,  and  social. 

There  has  been  a  lot  of  scoffing 
in  past  years  at  the  idea  of  football 
being  a  "character  builder,"  but  I 
would  like  to  defend  the  idea  when 
football  has  such  men  for  its  "char- 
acter-builders." 


Said  the  modest  Delt:  "I  don't 
think  I'm  half  as  good  as  I  really 
am."         -        -     ■■ 


TYPED  PAPERS 

BRING  BETTER  GRADES 

Buy  a  Typewriter 

on  our  easy  payment  plan 


CORONA   —    UNDERWOOD 
REMINGTON   —   ROYAL 

Small    Down    Payment 


CAMERAS 

PHOTO    SUPPLIES 

EQUIPMENT 

FINE  GRAIN   DEVELOPING 

PRINTING 


COMPLETE   LINE 
SPORTING  GOODS 

Visit  Our  New  Exclusive  Sports  Floor 

NORTHWESTERN 
STUDENT 

CO-OP 

ORRINGTON    HOTEL    BLDG. 


Copyright.  19;iS.  H.  J.  Rcyn-lria  Ti>tmL-< 

P.  A.  MONEY-BACK  OFFER.  Smoke  20  fragrant  pipe- 
fuls  of  Prince  Albert.  If  you  don't  find  it  the  mellowest, 
tastiest  pipe  tobacco  you  ever  smoked,  return  the 
pocket  tin  with  the  rest  of  the  tobacco  in  it  to  us  at 
any  time  within  a  month  from  this  date,  and  we  will 
refund  full  purchase  price,  plus  postage.  (Signed) 
R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  N.C. 


pipefuls  of   fragrant   tobacco  in 
every  2-oz.  tin  of  Prince  Albert 
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FRESHMEN! 

FOLLOW  THE 

KNOWING 

UPPERCLASSMEN 

TO  THE 

2nd  Annual 

PEP  DANCE 

HEAR  THE  NATION'S 

FINEST  COLLEGIATE 

ORCHESTRA 

THE 

COLONIAL  CLUB 


Help  Northwestern 

Find  Its  Own 
Singing  Sensations 

at  the 

Final  Colonial  Club 

Auditions 


ALL  THIS  AND 
MORE! 

SEPTEMBER  30 

AT  PATTEN  GYM 


9-1 


$1.10 


By  Bob  Nicolin 

Then  you'll  want  a  smooth  little 
place  that  will  impress  your  newest 
Willard  flame  or  even  your  old 
standby  with  your  man-about- 
townishness.  It's  up  to  you  to  dig 
up  an  exclusive  spot  that  oozes  at- 
mosphere and  that  will  bring  you 
shoulder  to  shoulder  with  the  elite. 
All  dressed  to  go?  All  right  here's  a 
few   really   good   tips. 

The  Palmer  House  will  be  packing 
them  in  Oct.  9  with  Guy  Lombardo 
holding  court  on 
the  bandstand. 
Chicago's  best 
families  are  enter- 
t  a  i  n  e  d  by  the 
dance  team  of  Hol- 
land and  Hart 
whose  sophistica- 
tion   matches    the 


s^^-S^-^^S 


atmosphere  of  the  Empire  Room. 
Tommy  Martin  amazes  me  with  his 
sleight-of-hand,  and  Jimmy  and 
Mildred  Mulcay  draw  encores  with 
their  Harmonica  treatments  of  popu- 
lar themes.  Prices  are  still  three 
dollars  per  person  on  week  nights 
and  three-fifty  on  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day nights. 

Hot  Feet 

Moving  on  down  the  way — the 
Bismarck  has  Jules  Duke  who  will 
surrender  his  place  October  4th  to 
the  well  known  Bernie  Cummins. 
It's  a  safe  bet  that  a  lot  of  feet  will 
be  treading  that  way  to  keep  in 
time  with  Bernie's  tempo.  Repeats 
are  in  order,  too,  as  the  floor  show 
changes  every  two  weeks — no  boring 
evening  is  yet  on  record  here.  An 
added    inducement    is    the    v-e-r-y 


PRESENTS  m 

HAL  KEMP 

in   the  GOLD    COAST    ROOM 

which   opens    formally  October  ninth.  A  brilUant 

floor  show  will  he  presented  with  dinner  and 

supper  dancinii  each  evening  except  Monday. 

Tea  Dancini*  Every  Sunday  Affernoon 
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reasonable  minimum  of  a  dollar  and 
a  half  on  week  days  and  two  dollars 
on  Saturday  and  Sunday  nights. 

Safe    to    say    that    a    great    many 
Northwestern    students   will   be    re- 
questing    "Lamp- 
light"    and     "Got     a 
Date  With  an  Angel" 
when    they    take    in 
Hal     Kemp     at     the 
Drake    Hotel.     We 
hear  tell  that  he  has 
some    new    numbers 
up    his    sleeve    that 
will  move  even  you 
- — but  we're  pledged  not  to  tell. 
We   will  let   this   much   out   how- 


ever— when  the  Gold  Coast  Room 
opens  up  Judy  Starr  will  be  right 
up  in  the  spotlight  with  some  ultra- 
nifty  arrangements  of  everybody's 
favorites — Bob  Allen  has  that  type 
of  romantic  voice  that  puts  you  in 
a  dreamy  mood — and  Jack  Le  Maire 
offers  variety  with  his  comic  and 
vivacious    song    renditions. 

The  food,  too,  is  nothing  but  the 
best,  so  all  take  heed.  The  toll  here 
is  three  dollars  minimum  on  week 
nights  and  three-fifty  on  Saturday 
nights.  Tea  dancing  is  popular  at 
the  price  of  one  dollar  fifty. 

Continued  on  following  page 


COAMNO 
WEDNE/DAY 
OCTOBER   la+h 
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FLOOR 
SHOWS 
NIGHTLY 


Cummins 

AND      HIJ"     ORCHEwTTR-A 

UJQLnUT      ^ 

Room 


NO  COVER  C-HAdGE 


^IIMAUCK  HOTEL 

RANDOLPH  AT  LAyALLE 


^nKe-fo" 


SOH^lE^ 


kmer'xca's 

w  Foremost 

y^  Year  'round 

'  Sport  Center 

Enjoy  a  winter  holiday  where 
you'll  find  the  finest  skiing  in 
America.  Timber -free  runs  on 
the  bold  Sawtooth  Mountain 
Slopes  .  .  .  deep  "powder"  snow 
and  a  brilliant  "Summer"  sun. 
More  skiing  for  your  money. 
Chair  ski-lifts  and  snow-tractors 
save  time  and  energy  .  .  .  give  you 
maximum  skiing.,  .and  rates  at — 

The  New  Challenger  Inn 

are  attractively  low.  Double 
rooms  for  only  $4.00  per  day, 
and  reasonably  priced  meals. 
Recreational  variety  for  all  the 
family.  Warm-water  swimming 
pool,  skating  rink,  night  club 
and  movie  theatre.  All  are  avail- 
able to  guests  at  the  Inn  or  at — 

Sun  Valley  Lodge 

which  provides  the  finest  metro- 
politan comforts,  service  and  a 
matchless  cuisine.  Rooms  for 
single  or  double  occupancy,  or 
en  suite.  Both  Lodge  and  Inn 
are  "European  plan." 

Special  Events 

—  scheduled  for  the  1938-39 
season  include:  Intercollegiate 
Ski  Meet,  Christmas-New  Year's 
Week  .  .  .  Midwinter  Sports 
Carnival  January  14-15  .  .  .  Sun 
Valley  Ski  Club  Meet,  February 
22  .  .  .  Sun  Valley  Open  Meet, 
March  24-25-26. 


For  injormatioti  and  reservations  apttly  to 

W.  P.  ROGERS  A.  G.  BLOOM.  G.  A.  P.  D. 

General  Manager  Union  Pacific  Railroad 

Sun  Valley  6  S.  La  Salle  St.,  Chicago,  111. 

Idaho  Phone  Randolph  0141 
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mother;  DAD! 

SWEETHEARTS! 

SEND  THEM  EIGHT  ISSUES 
OF  THE 

PURPLE    PARROT 

$1.50    Mailed  Anywhere 

It's  Your  Collegiate  Life 
They'll  Love  If 

From  Your  House   Represenfafive 
or  fhe  Parrof  Office  .  .  .  Lunf   13 


Phone  Briargafe  6380 
"Say  It  With  Flowers" 

Ifnutarii  Jlnruit 

Flowers  for  All  Occasions 
Floral  Designs  Our  Specialty 

1655   HOWARD   STREET 

Under   "L"   Station 

CHICAGO 


You     are     cordially     Invited     to     visit 
our  studio  and  renew  old  friendships. 


Eugene  L.  Ray 

Official    Pholographers    jar    N.    U. 

^C,OG  Chicasio  Ave.  Uni.  22.38 


So  You  ve  Got  a  Date 

The   before   dinner   or   after   show 
spots  are  many,  and  each  offers  some- 
thing really  super 
in  atmosphere  and 
entertainment.      A 
new  chef  wields  a 
,^{W^7\\MJ         mighty     spoon     in 
\^0>~.////\  the     recently     re- 

^^  I  ,/ ,    >r  modeled     "Gay 

90's" — we  recom- 
mend the  filet 
mignoii — the  smooth  ""Gibby's"  fea- 
tures Sammy  Williams  who  performs 
wonders  on  both  the  electric  organ 
and  the  piano — ask  him  for  "Star- 
dust"  —  the  Ivanhoe  still  seems  to 
draw  the  same  crowds — they  drop 
in  to  dance  to  Earl  Hoffman's  band  or 
better  yet  to  dare  the  300-foot  drop 
via  elevator  into  the  v-e-r-y  spooky 
Catacombs — we'll  guarantee  results 
— just  North  of  the  loop  another 
piano  player  offers  fast  company  to 
Sam  'Williams.     He  plays  nightly  at 


Continued  fro7n  preceding  page 

the  Three  Deuces  Club  and  his  name 
— well,  we  all  know  Art  Tatum,  the 
blind  pianist — John  Kenzie's  place 
on  Kedzie  avenue  caters  to  many 
Radio  folk — as  proof  we  offer  the 
fact  that  we  saw  Don  Ameche  order- 
ing Spaghetti  Italiane,  a  dish  for 
which  the  place  is  noted. 

To  conclude  a  real  evening  don't 
miss  Huyler's  cocktail  lounge  near 
the  Drake  nor  The 
King's  Arms,  a 
near  -  to  -  home 
place  on  Sheridan 
Road  —  this  last 
caters  to  North- 
western  and 
Loyola   stew-dents 


,1.     '\\\ 
-seems  to  thrive,   too. 


Well,  we  think  with  school  work 
and  these  places  to  fall  back  on 
everyone  will  be  real  busy — and 
happy — we  hope! II 


Pride  and  a  Woman 


think  she'd  go.  I  know  some  swell 
fellows  and  suggested  she  go  with 
Davy  or  Bob.  She  was  very  sweet 
but   firm  and   final.   No. 

Jim  and  I  went,  and  had  our 
second  major  fight.  I  felt  low,  re- 
membering Ruth  doubled  up  in  her 
chair  with  a  couple  of  books.  She 
helped  me  dress  and  lent  me  her 
tiara  and  was  so  sweet  all  the  time, 
I  had  a  guilty  feeling  as  though  I'd 
played  a  mean  trick  on  her  and  she 
had  forgiven  and  forgotten.  Jim  and 
I  are  practically  engaged.  I  figured 
he  might  as  well  start  sharing  my 
burdens  so  I  told  him  my  w^oes.  He 
called  Bill  a  fool  and  a  hypocrite. 
Then  I  got  mad.  We  fought  and  I 
cried  and  he  weakened.  When  he 
left  me  at  the  dorm  everything  was 
all  right  again.  I  felt  generous  to- 
ward the  world,  even  cross  old  Mrs. 
Ryan,  who  let  me  in.  His  kiss  was 
tender:  Jim  IS   sweet. 

Ruth  glanced  up  when  I  came  in. 
She  smiled  and  asked  how  every- 
thing had  been  and  who  had  been 
there.  I  chattered  while  I  undressed 
and  she  blew  smoke  rings.  But  she 
had  such  a  sad  resigned  look  my 
excitement  cooled  down.  She  didn't 
say  anything  about  Bill.  She  didn't 
say  anything  at  all,  but  she  looked. 
Defeat  and  sorrow  made  her  face 
pale.  I  was  feeling  worse  and  worse. 
So  I   went  to  bed. 


Continued  from  page  7 
III 
Brainstorms  are  few  and  far  be- 
tween with  me  but  when  I  get  one, 
it's  something!  I  had  one  the  19th. 
Jim's  birthday  was  the  26th  and  one 
afternoon  at  the  Coffee  Shop  he 
grinned  and  said  wistfully  he  hadn't 
had  a  birthday  party  since  he  was 
ten.  Lightning  struck.  We  figured 
it  all  out.  Then  I  sprung  it  on  Ruth. 
Oil,  very  casually,  of  course. 

Next  morning  I  was  doing  my 
nails.  Ruth  was  relaxing  all  over 
my  fresh  bedspread,  pulling  the  ears 
of  my  velvet  elephant. 

"Jim's    going    to    be    twenty-one." 

"So?" 

"Yes,  isn't  that  swell?  The  26th." 
I  was  working  up  enthusiasm  so  I 
could  get  to  the  point  quicker. 

"He  wants  you  and  me  and  Bill  to 
make  a  party  for  the  Redbud  Inn."  I 
had  dared  to  say  it. 

"I    hate   to    disappoint   you    and   I 

hope   Jim  will   forgive   me "   she 

was  trying  to  squeeze   out  of  it. 

I   put   on   high-powered   pleading. 

"Please,  Ruth.  Jim's  terribl.y  fond 
of  Bill.  He's  crazy  about  you  and 
I've  got  his  pin.  Please,  won't  you 
do  it?  For  Jim?"  I  glanced  out  of 
the  tail  of  my  eye.  I  had  found  her 
weakness.  She's  really  too  tender- 
hearted for  her  own  good.  People 
are  alwavs  taking  advantage  of  her 
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and  here  was  I,  her  roommate,  pull- 
ing the  same  thing.  It  was  low  of 
me  I  suppose,  but  it  was  my  ace  card. 
"Well — "  she  hesitated —  and  was 
lost.     "Well,  all  right." 

I  GOT  Jim  on  the  phone  at  his  house. 
After  a  few  incoherent  moments  he 
demanded  I  stop  bubbling  and  say 
something.     Which  I  did. 

Ruth  seemed  to  have  more  pep 
the  next  week  than  she'd  had  since 
she  gave  way  under  her  troubles. 
She  resumed  her  habit  of  humming 
all  the  time;  that  was  a  good  sign. 
She  even  began  to  make  herself 
friendly  toward  all  the  inmates  of 
our  dorm,  which  was  magnanimous 
considering  she's  a  high-hatter  by 
heritage.  (I  know  her  mother.) 
Ruth  can  make  any  one  like  her  if 
she  only  makes  up  her  mind  to. 
She's  little  and  slim  with  a  turned-up 
nose  and  long  brown  eyes  and  short 
dark  hair  that  curls   at   the   ends. 

Things  were  going  smoothly  and 
the  Big  Night  arrived.  I  bothered 
Jim  all  during  Poly  Sci  about  what 
might  happen  when  they  met  since 
they  hadn't  seen  each  other  for  over 
a  month.  Jim  just  leaned  over  (he's 
tall  and  dark)  and  told  me  not  to 
get  in  a  dither,  he'd  take  care  of 
everything,  and  for  pete's  sake,  to 
keep  quiet! 

Jim  is  a  comfort! 
We  got  dressed  finally,  me  in  my 
snaky  black  and  Ruth  doll-like  in 
her  fairy  blue,  and  went  downstairs 
to  Bill  and  Jim.  The  meeting  was 
vei'y  casual  with  studied  calm  on 
both  sides.  Jim  hastened  us  out  to 
his  car.  The  ice  was  beginning  to 
break —  a  little.  I  sat  in  back  with 
Bill,  accidentally  it  seemed.  But 
Jim  and  I  had  planned  everything 
pretty  carefully.  Our  hopes  were 
concentrated  on  their  dancing  to- 
gether. They  dance  perfectly, 
divinely. 

We  pinned  on  our  corsages  while 
the  fellows  parked  the  car.  The 
walk  to  the  dining-room  was  miles 
long.  I  had  a  hard  time  filling  up 
the  empty  awkward  pauses  but  Jim 
was  enjoying  his  role  of  host,  so  all 
was  not  in  vain.  I  don't  drink  be- 
cause my  mother  would  have  a  fit  if 
I  even  so  much  as  said  'cocktail.' 
We  had  ginger-ale.  Dinner  was 
easier  to  get  through  because  Jim 
and  I  talked  so  fast  the  other  two 
didn't  have  much  chance.    They  were 


polite  in  a  frigid  way  as  if  they  were 
strangers  and  didn't  like  each  other's 
looks. 

Well,  they  had  one  dance.  Then 
we  exchanged.  Then  they  had  an- 
other. There  was  no  more  exchang- 
ing. It  had  happened.  Her  head 
was  dark  against  his  white  shirt  front 
and  he  was  murmuring  into  her 
right  ear. 

My  pumps  felt  tight  and  I  had  a 
headache.  Vicarious  emotional  ex- 
haustion, I  guess.  Anyhow,  we  all 
went  back  to  school,  silent  and  doubt- 
ful, Ruth  and  Bill  in  the  back  seat. 
I  kissed  Jim  and  creaked  upstairs 
with  Mrs.  Ryan's  sour  and  ironic 
'good-night,  miss'  following  me.  It 
had  been  anything  but  a  good  night. 
I  hesitated  to  guess  where  things 
stood.  I  was  weary  and  discouraged. 
Ten  minutes  later  Ruth  hadn't  yet 
come  up.  I  supposed  they  were  still 
parting.  That  cheered  me  and  quite 
characteristically,  in  a  crisis,  I  fell 
asleep. 

IV 

I  woke  up  at  the  ungodly  hour 
of  seven-fifteen  next  morning.  The 
matron  was  shaking  me  with  un- 
necessary violence,  and  with  resent- 
ment I  had  half  a  mind  not  to  pay  any 
attention.  But  when  I  realized  she 
was  informing  me  there  was  an 
insistant  man  down  in  the  hall  to 
see  me,  I  popped  up  and  into  my 
clothes  and  dashed  downstairs  with 
my    usual    agitated   skip    and   jump. 

Jim  hadn't  been  to  bed.  He  was 
still  in  his  tux,  looking  ridiculous 
and  pitifully  tired.  His  expression 
startled  me  as  he  handed  me  this 
with  doubt,  delight  and  disbelief  all 
mixed  up  in  his  eyes. 

Fort  Wayne,  Indiana 
March  27,  1938 
Mr.  James  Howard 
Chi  House 
Sanders  College 

JIM: 

TELL  MARGE  WE  ARE  THE  ROB- 
INSONS STOP  WE  AND  CAR  RE- 
TURN MONDAY  STOP  RESPEC- 
TIVE FATHERS  ON  WAY  HERE 
STOP  EXPECT  FIREWORKS  STOP 
BE  ON  HAND.  BILL 

V 

Nothing  much  happened,  though, 
when  their  parents  did  arrive.  Jim 
and  I  met  Ruth's  father  at  the  sta- 
tion on  Sunday.     Our  sympathy  was 


''SHURE  AND  HIS 
PIPE  DISTURBED 
TH'  PEACE!" 


"MARRY  ME,  MARY?"  But  before 
she  could  answer,  Frank's  goucy- 
siiielliiig  pi[>e  floored  lier.  Sire  just 
couldn't  stand  tlint  strong,  rancid 
tobacco.  But  Murphy  saved  tlie  day! 


"FAITH  AND  BEDAD!  Clean  that 
pipe  and  fill  up  with  my  Sir  Walter 
• — die  most  fragrant  blend  of  extra- 
mild  hurleys  ever  put  in  a  2-ounce 
tin!"'  So  he  did,  and  she  said  '"yes."' 


a? 


I^OKINGTOBACCO 
■'-^toCleAREtTES 


PREFERRED  BY  COLLEGE  MEN.  In  a  recent 
BurvcybySelf-HclpHurcausof  25rcpreseiit^tive 
universities,  students  rated  Sir  Walter  Raleigh 
first  or  second  out  of  66  competing  pipe  tobaccos 
at  a  7najority  of  these  coUe^^es. 


TUNE  IN   Tommy  Dorscy  and  his  o-chestr,i.  Every 
WedncsJay  ni&hl,  coast-to-coast,  NBC  Red  Network. 
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with  him,  but  he  didn't  need  it.  He 
was  a  tall  man  with  gray  hair,  seri- 
ous eyes,  and  the  kind  of  voice  you 
remember.  He  wasn't  angry  or 
anything,  just  curious  to  see  what 
kind  of  man  Bill  was.  Amazement  is 
an  anemic  word  for  my  reaction 
towards  his  attitude.  When  Jim 
and  I  decide  irrevocably  to  go  off 
the  deep  end,  he  shall  have  to  be 
inspected  by  my  family  up  to  and 
including    second   cousins. 

Since  Ruth's  father  was  eager  to 
meet  the  Robinsons,  Jim  arranged 
with  them  for  dinner  at  seven.  Jim 
and  I  are  thinking  of  becoming  pro- 
fessional   middlemen. 

Walking  to  the  hotel,  we  passed  a 
flower  stand. 

•'Let's  be  festive.  Marge,"  Ruth's 
father  was  not  only  handsome  but 
also  sophisticated,  I  decided.  One 
of   my   trigger-quick  decisions. 

He  suggested  at  dinner  in  the 
midst  of  awkward  pauses  and  quick 
spurts  of  inane  conversation  that 
somebody  or  other  was  playing  at 
the  concert  hall  and  would  we  all 
care  to  go.  Then  I  felt  sure  of  the 
correctness  of  my  observation  and 
the  probability  of  his  success.  Mrs. 
Robinson's  lips  had  formed  a  tiny 
surprised  "O"  which  made  her  look 
off-guard   and  rather  human. 

"We  like  music,"  announced  Mr. 
Robinson.  He  was  so  small  and 
nervous  and  sort  of  timid  I  felt  sorry 
for  him.  Then  a  second  later, 
"Thank  you,  we'd  like  to  go."  It 
sounded  to  me  as  though  it  was  a 
new  experience  for  him  to  make  a 
decision  all  by  himself.  Maybe  I 
was   wrong,   though. 

I  turned  on  the  charm  as  the  three 
rose  to  go. 

"I  shan't  have  any  more  occasion 
for    these    flowers    and    I'd    like    for 


YOU  CAN   SAVE  MORE 
on 

TEXTBOOKS 

AND 

SUPPLIES 

at 

•  A  Student  Store 

•  Run  for  Students 

•  By  a  Former  Student 

STUDENT    BOOK   EXCHANGE 

MGR.  GEORGE  RACINE 

1737  Sherman         DAVIS  2717 


you  to  wear  them,  if  you  will,  Mrs. 
Robinson,"  this  is  my  best  darling 
niece  manner.  I  knew  Ruth's  father 
would  understand.  I'm  sure  he  no- 
ticed just  then  the  slight  drop  in 
percentage   of   acidity    in   her    smile. 

Jim  and  I  excused  ourselves  to 
study.  Of  course  we  didn't.  We 
walked  back  to  campus,  sat  down 
on  the  grass,  and  reviewed  the  whole 
affair.  We  talked  until  we  both  felt 
like  part  of  the  topography.  At 
least  we  were  covered  with  dew. 
We  felt  very  satisfied  with  our  parts 
in  the  story  as  sort  of  minor  dei  ex 
machina. 

On  Monday  the  elopers  and  their 
parents  convened.     It  was  an  endur- 


able, if  not  joyous  reunion  from 
what  we  later  heard.  The  atmos- 
phere was  a  bit  chilly  but  the  fathers 
seemed  to  be  on  the  way  to  mutual 
liking.  Jim  and  I  were  glad  now  to 
resign    as    unnecessary    mediators. 

We're  still  dazed  at  this  more  or 
less  happy  ending  which  is  supposed 
to  happen  only  in  books — children's 
books,  at  that.  Bill  and  Ruth  are 
settled  now  in  a  ducky  apartment 
near  school  and  she  is  going  to  finish 
and  get  her  degree.  Bill  is  working 
on  his  Master's  and  everything  is 
smooth   with   the  Robinsons. 

I've  lost  my  roommate  and  I  miss 
her  awfully. 

But  I'm  consoled;  I've  got  Jim. 


Trim  your  window,  sir? 


34 


PURPLE    PARROT 


Mimeographing 
Mul+Igraphing 
Thesis  Typing 
Term  Papers 

• 

<=Letter  J^eruice 
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Ansv/er  to    • 
WHAT  PROFESSOR? 

DR.  ERNEST  HERMAN  HAHNE 

Telephones 

Telephones    never    ring     when    one 

wants  them  to, 
And  when  you  answer  they   always 

have  the  wrong  person 

at  the  other  end  of  the  loire. 
They  wake  you  up  in  the  middle  of 

the  night 
And  they  make  you  leave  your  warm, 

soapy  tub. 
A  thousand  curses  on  telephones. 
Mad    animals    in    an    even    madder 

world. 


TYPEWRITERS 

RENTED  -   REPAiRED  -  SOLD 

SPECIAL  STUDENT 
RATES 

FOUNTAIN  PENS 
SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

SAVE  MONEY 
AT 

TOMMY  AIRTH'S 

1621  Sherman  Avenue 

Opposite   Post  Office 


A  Memory 

Tomorrow 
A  Picture 

Forever 

EVANSTON  PHOTOGRAPHIC  SERVICE 

Developing  and  Printing 

1854  Sherman  Ave.,  Evanston,  III. 

Phone  GREenleat  8871 


A  BOX  OF  LIFE 
SAVERS    FOR 

THE  BEST 
WISECRACK! 


What  Is  the  best  joke 
that  you  heard  on  the 
campus  this  week?  For 
the  best  line  submitted 
each  month,  there  will 
be  a  free  award  of 
an  attractive  cellophane- 
wrapped  assortment  of 
all  the  Life  Saver  Fla- 
vors. Jokes  will  be 
judged  by  the  editors 
of   this   publication. 


Louise  was  lonesome  and  bored  lo  death. 

Till  a  kin<l  friend  whispered:  ''Tt"s  vour  breath!' 

The  hovs  rnshed  in  when  s!ie  took  the  hint. 
And  sweetened  her  breath  with  Pep-O-Mint! 


MORAL: 


Everybody's  breath  nfTendi?  now 
and  then.  Lei  refret^liiii?  Life 
Savers  sweeten  your  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,   and  smoking'. 


♦*•  A  ^t.  J"..  J"..  Ji  A  Jk.ktk  A  A  A  A  AAA  AAA  A  A  A  A  A  AA  AA  A  A  A  A  A  A  »*■  A  »♦<  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  A  if*  »*«  A  >*« 


"  ,  .  ,  the  three  elements 
of  modern  civilization: 

1.  gunpowder 

2.  printing 

3.  religion." 


h2» 


♦ 


♦ 


♦ 


-T.  CARLYLE 


Our  element,  of  course,  is  No.  2 


•   COMPLETE  SERVICE 

on 
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PutteiiHf 

IN  THE  PURPLE'S 
PAST   AND    PRESENT 

By  Richard   Hedblom 

n 

Says    Frank  ■ 

Cramer,  in  an 
ancient  -  vintaged 
School  of  Com- 
m  e  r  c  e  Bulletin : 
"In  reading  do 
not     accept     the 

author's  statements  as  correct  until 
you  have  held  them  off  at  an  arm's 
length  to  see  if  you  like  them."  .  .  . 
Still  very  true  today,  only  contem- 
porary rubbish  from  the  campus  and 
elsewhere  could  only  be  liked  if 
held  at  a  much  longer  distance  .  .  . 
say — a  mile. 

***** 

Discussing  magazines,  here's  a  few 
from    N.    U.'s    "  "way    back    when" 
and  some  not  so  old:  TRIPOD  seems 
to  have  been  the  earliest  to  put  the 
stude  body  in  stitches  in  its  heyday 
in  1871;  VIDETTE  was  born  in  1878, 
just    seven    years    before    the    first 
SYLLABUS  came  out  in  1885;  then 
the  ARROW  had  a  try  at  it  in  1891 
followed    by    the    ACADEMIAN    on 
May    4,    1898;    June,    1903,    saw    the 
first  issue  of  the  N.  U.  Alumni  NEWS- 
LETTER with  the  NORTHWESTERN 
MAGAZINE  taking  over  in  February 
of    1904,    a    publication    of    literary 
works  and  alumni  news;  the  Evans- 
ton  Academy's  BEAR  was  the  rage 
in    1907,    followed    in    1916    by    the 
initial     number     of     the     CANDLE, 
featuring  cartoons  of  a  more  or  less 
high  quality;  three  more,  the  popular 
ALUMNI    NEWS,    our   Parrot,    and 
PEGASUS    saw    light    in    1921;    the 
SCRAWL     in     December     of      1924 
started  as  a  literary   quarterly,    and 
then  the  MONGREL  and  MS    (an- 
other   literary)     were    published    in 
1929;    then    there    was    the    recent 
GADFLY    for    collegiate    writing    in 
1933  and  the  NOR' WESTER,  in  May 
of  1936,  for  "sincerity   .   .   .  original 
literary     material."     Wonder    what's 
next? 

***** 

At  the  Chicago  Park  District's 
finale  of  the  year — a  gigantic  sym- 
phonic concert  in  Grant  Park  Band 
Shell  several  weeks  ago — 300  musi- 
cians  led    by    Doc    Stock   performed 


Fresh  Coed:  We'd  better  leave, 
we're  out  after  hours. 

Upperclass  Flirt:  We're  out  after 
ours,  too. 


before  100,000  Chicagoland  music  total  rushing  expense  allowed  each 
lovers  and  park  hobos;  a  concession  sorority  .  .  .  teas,  parties,  etc.  .  .  . 
man  who  we  swear  worked  in  HH  suppose  the  sorority  pledges  about 
at  Dyche  Stadium  last  fall  put  on  25— that's  $12  per  capita 
his   own  show   for  a  portion   of  the      ...  headaches. 

nearby  crowd,  proving  that  Chicago-  

land  is  the  "greatest  center  of  cul- 
tural people  in  America"  (so  say 
Petrillo  and  Pres.  Burnham  of  the 
Chicago  Park  District).  Jibed  he,  as 
a  customer  was  relayed  a  box  of 
"wholesome  and  nourishing"  corn 
by  a  willing  line  of  nearby  on- 
lookers: "We'd  have  a  fine  country 
if  more  people  were  helpful  like 
that  .  .  .  keep  us  out  of  war  ...  I 
do  hope  they  keep  Old  Glory  out 
of  that  mess  in  Europe,"  loud  enough 
for  several  thousand  to  hear  (!). 
He  sold  more  boxes,  naturally;  we 
heard  him  later  broadcast:  "Putting 
on  my  last  performance  of  the  year!" 
A  real  showman.  

*****  Lovesick:   What  would  you  call  a 

700  new  women  students  at  N.  U.      man  who  had  been  lucky  in  love? 
this  fall  ...   19  sororities  .   .   .  $300  Woman  Hater:    A  bachelor. 


Charlie  McCarthy  to  Simone 
Simon:    Je  t'adore. 

Simone:  Shut  it  yourself,  you  lazy 
yankeel 


Wool  Salesman:  Would  you  be  in- 
terested in  coarse  yarns? 

Knit  Wit:  Gosh,  yes!  Tell  me  a 
couple. 


Hello,  Mr.  Active?  I'm  at  the  drugstore.  Your  milkshake  isn't  ready!" 


36 


The  Men's  Store  and  Esquire  Say 

You'll  wear  black  worsted  for  strictly  town, 
casual  tweeds  and  covert  cloth  for  country. 


Harris  Tweed  Suits  with 
Covert  Cloth  Slacks  $47.50 
The  suit  is  of  a  hand  loomed  Harris 
tTveed  in  the  comfortable  new  three 
button  British  Blade  drape,  and 
with  it  are  included  covert  cloth 
contrastintr  slacks. 


The  Cenuine  Tyrolean  Hat  $5  , 
AVhether  for  campus  or  watching  a 
hunt  at  Aiken  it's  equally  correct. 


English  Wool  Ties  $1.50 
Authentic    district    checks    always 
approved     by     the     well     dressed 
sportsman. 


Covert  Tone  Oxford  Shirts  $2.65 
Giving  )ou  the  casual  appearance 
that  belongs  with  tweeds  and  covert 
slacks. 


Black  Pin  Stripe  Worsted 
With  Two  Trousers  $39.50 
With  a  style  alertness  second 
none  the  Men's  Store  is  first 
recognize  black  as  the  smart  new 
style  trend  in  a  strictly  town  tinn- 
out. 


to 
to 


Hand  Felted  Rollins  Hat  $10 
With   the  shape  and  formal  char- 
acter  to   complete   a  strictly   town 
turnout. 


Neckwear  for  Town  $1 
Two    ties   from  our  $1    collection 
that  despite  their  low  price  belong 
in  a  toAvn  tiu'nout. 


Pleated  Bosom  Shirt  S2.95 
It's  of  end   and  end   madras   in   a 
solid    color    that    makes    a    smart 
contrast   wh\\    this   separate   ^vhite 
starched  collar. 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co 


So  ALF  WEBSTER,  Like  Most  of  America's 
Independent  Tobacco  Experts,  Smokes  Luckies 

Alf  Webster  is  a  typical   I.T.E.  — Inde-  Mr.  Webster  sells  to  all  tobacco  com- 

pendent  Tobacco  Expert.  He  grew  up  panies  ...  he    sees   who   buys  what 

on  his  father's  tobacco  farm,  was  a  to-  tobacco.  So  it's  important  to  you,  Mr. 

bacco  buyer  for  10  years,  has  owned  and  Mrs.  Smoker,  that  Mr.Webster  has 

an  auction  warehouse  for  9  years.  smoked  Luckies  ever  since  1917. 


right  IXSi.  TIk  Amencm  Tobacco  CofflMny 


Among  other  independent  tobacco  ex- 
perts . . .  among  skilled  warehousemen, 
auctioneers  and  buyers. ..Luckies  have 
twice  as  many  exclusive  smokers  as 
have  all  other  cigarettes  combined. 

Try  Luckies  for  one  week,  and  see 
for  yourself.  A  light  smoke — kind  to 
your  throat.  The  finest  center-leaf  to- 
bacco. Then,    It's  Toasted  . 


S'u^orff'X'ec0raiS'Aoafnaf-\NUH  MEN  WHO  KNOW  TOBACCO  BEST-IT'S  LUCKIES  2  T0 1 


